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he  door  went  open  the  Bradys  saw  Alice  in 
hands  of  a  white-robed  band  in  the  hall, 
letal  cylinder,  strung  on  wire,  swung  out, 
shed  Old  King  Brady  and  he  fell  unconscious 
[arry  s  feet.  r^SM  ~Q 
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THE  BRADYS’  MYSTERIOUS  CLEW 
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THE  SECRET  OF  THE  SEVEN  SEVENS-*?* 

c  IN  CD  (A  BOOK  STORE 

>5~Grcl  v  >  *- 

By  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE  ''east  ''oTJve^' 


CHAPTER  I. 


INTRODUCING  THE  DUKE  OF  DOUGLAS  STREET. 

The  story  which  we  are  about  to  narrate  is  altogether 
t  .t  of  the  usual.  It  relates  to  a  case  which  the  world- 
amous  detectives  of  the  Brady  Bureau  of  New  York  City 
ook  up  in  Chicago. 

Curiosity  was  the  beginning  of  it  all,  in  another  sense, 
for  its  commencement  dates  back  of  the  coming  of  the  clew 
or  the  taking  of  the  case. 

On  the  last  night  of  the  year  19 —  the  Bradys  and  their 
ecomplished  female  associate,  Alice  Montgomery,  found 
lem selves  in  Chicago. 

Curiosity  prompted  them  to  walk  through  the  streets  of 
le  Xorth  Side,  principally  the  Milwaukee  Avenue  district, 
t  miduight,  to  witness  the  wild  saturnalia  which  disgraces 
he  big  city  by  the  lakeside  annually  at  this  time. 

Vast  multitudes  thronged  the  streets,  half  mad  with 
liquor  and  excitement. 

Horns  were  blowing,  bugles  blowing,  brass  bands  brayed 
behind  the  ever  opening  doors  of  the  beer  gardens,  and 
in  not  a  few  saloons,  while  the  human  voice  was  raised  in 
every'  conceivable  form. 

Singing,  yelling,  hooting,  catcalls  and  college  cries,  and 
wild,  meaningless  shouts  and  yells;  yes,  even  raised  in 
nrayer  strange  as  it  may  seem,  that  on  so  cold  a  night 
his  should  take  place  in  the  open  street. 

In  wandering  up  the  avenue,  the  Bradys  and  Alice  came 
ipon  a  hunch  of  religious  fanatics,  both  men  and  women, 

•  ho  on  their  knees.  ranged  in  a  circle,  were  praying  in 
boms  for  Chicago's  “wicked  mayor/’  as  they  styled  him — 

ked.  in  fh<ur  ryes,  her- a  use  he  did  not  arbitrarily  check 

c  scene*  of  madness. 

«^rn-  w ere  blown  in  their  ears,  derisive  cries  and  eat¬ 
er'  *  their  pra  ers,  the  hats  of  the  men  were 

0" '  r  their  c  r  ,  confetti  wa.-  showered  upon  them. 

■  "tl  upon  W\<  women,  but  -till  theA  pra  od  on. 

the  exception  of  Man  Francisco,  in  no  other  city 


in  the  United  States  is  there  anything  to  compare  with  a 
Chicago  Xew  Year’s  Eve. 

Xew  York’s  great  White  Way,  on  the  same  night,  is  a 
Quaker  meeting  alongside  of  it. 

The  Bradys  and  Alice  stood  for  a  few  moments  watch¬ 
ing  this  praying  band,  at  a  respectful  distance — even  they 
had  beeu  more  than  once  showered  with  confetti — and  it 
was  here  that  they  first  saw  the  then  notorious  character 
known  to  all  North  Chicago  as  the  “Duke  of  Douglas 
Street.” 

Old  King  Brady  himself,  with  his  big,  broad-brimmgd 
white  hat,  his  long  blue  coat,  with  brass  buttons,  and  the 
old-fashioned  stock  and  standup  collar,  cuts  a  pretty  prom¬ 
inent  figure  on  the  street,  but  this  man  was  infinitely  more 
conspicuous. 

The  wonder  was  that  the  Bradys  had  never  happened 
to  see  him  before. 

He  was  walking  in  the  middle  of  the  street  when  they 
first  caught  sight  of  him.  Nothing  strange  about  that,  for 
to  find  room  to  walk  on  the  sidewalk  was  next  to  impos¬ 
sible. 

“Look  at  that  oddity,  Alice!”  exclaimed  Harry,  who 
first  caught  sight  of  him.  “Who  on  earth  can  he  be?” 

He  was  a  tall  person,  something  over  six  feef,  and  the 
thinnest  man  the  Bradys  had  ever  seen. 

His  face  was  so  attenuated  that  every  bone  could  be 
traced;  his  piercing  black  eyes,  resting  in  deeply  sunken 
-oekets,  alone  dispelled  the  illusion  of  a  walking  corpse. 

Ho  wore  an  old-style  Prince  Albert  coat,  tightly  but¬ 
toned  across  his  narrow  chest,  the  skirt  reaching  half  way 
to  his  heels,  below  which  were  a  pair  of  spindle  shanks 
encased  in  light-fitting  trousers  of  immense  black  and 
white  checks;  yellow  spats  and  low  patent  leathers  com¬ 
pleted  the  ridiculous  outfit  below,  while  abo\o  if,  was  topped 
off  by  a  battered  old  plug  hat  which  looked  as  if  it  had 
been  shined  up  with  stove  polish. 

To  all  of  which  add  \ellow  gloves,  a  flaming  red  tie,  and 
a  red  carnation  in  I  lie  lapel  of  the  threadbare  coat,  and 
you  have  the  man. 
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As  he  walked,  lie  held  his  hands  at  his  sides,  with  elbows 
projecting,  and  kept  turning  his  head  from  one  side  to  the 
other,  eying  the  crowds  with  an  air  of  owlish  solemnity. 

“The  Duke  of  Douglas  Street,”  remarked  Old  King 
Brady.  “I  have  *cen  his  picture  in  the  Sunday  papers,  but 
this  i.-  the  first  time  1  ever  saw  the  man  himself.” 

“I  Inn e  heard  of  him,  now  you  come  to  speak  of  it,'* 
said  Harry.  “Used  to  be  a  tailor.  He  is  supposed  to  be 
insane,  1  beiiovc.” 

"Ho  certainly  has  every  outward  evidence  of  it,”  replied 
the  old  detective. 

“He  is  a  brave  man,  to  venture  on  Milwaukee  Avenue, 
on  New  Year's  Eve,”  said  Alice. 

“And  yet  no  one  seems  to  pay  much  attention  to  him." 
replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  guess  they  know  him  pretty 
well  over  here.” 

Just  then  the  Duke  came  abreast  of  the  praying  band, 
and  stopped  to  listen. 

It  was  a  fatal  mistake. 

As  long  as  he  kept  going  lie  was  all  right ;  but  now  he 
was  quickly  showered  with  confetti,  and  the  next  he  knew 
a  rotten  orange  took  his  polished  plug,  and  sent  it  spin¬ 
ning  into  the  midst  of  the  kneeling  fanatics,  carrying  with 
it  a  black  wig,  whose  absence  left  the  Duke's  bald  head 
exposed.  It  was  completely  bald,  and  in  shape  much  like 
a  watermelon. 

Men  hooted,  women  squealed. 

Wild  cheers  for  the  Duke  of  Douglas  Street  arose. 

As  for  the  man  himself,  he  stood  there,  white  and  silent, 
as  the  yelling  crowd  pressed  about  him. 

What  the  result  might  have  been,  if  Old  King  Brady 
had  not  stepped  up  beside  him,  and,  displaying  his  de¬ 
tective's  shield,  good-naturedly  asked  that  the  man  might 
be  let  alone,  it  is  hard  to  sav. 

'  V  / 

It  was  a  good-natured  crowd,  however,  and  with  some 
remarks  about  “old  white  hat,”  and  so  on,  they  went  on 
their  way. 

The  Duke  of  Douglas  Street  was  an  every-day  sight  to 

them. 

Meanwhile,  Harry  had  recovered  the  hat  and  wig,  and 
handed  them  to  the  Duke. 

“Thank  you,  young  man,  thank  you,”  he  said.  “I — cr — 
should  have  remained  indoors  oil  a  night  like  this,  I  sup¬ 
pose.  but  the  truth  is,  the  Secret  of  the  Seven  Sevens  was 
weighing  heavily  upon  my  heart,  and  ray  soul  yearned  for 
the  open.  I  have  been  able  to  colace  myself  by — er — by  the 
contemplation  of  this  ribald  scene.  Now  I  prepare  to  re¬ 
turn  to  the  ducal  palace.  May  I  request  that  you,  mV 
preservers,  accompany  me,  and  partake  of  a  single  glass 
of  certain  rare  old  wine,  in  honor  of  this  festive  occasion? 
Jt  is  from  the  fourth  bin  on  the  left,  as  vou  enter  niv  wine 
cellar,  vintage  of  1802.” 

‘‘Mad  as  they  make  ’em,”  thought  Old  King  Brady,  but, 
nevertheless,  hi*  curiosity  was  aroused. 

“What  do  you  sav,  Harry  and  Alice?  Shall  we  go?”  he 
o-ked. 

Both  assented,  for  they  were  out  for  any  adventure  which 
might  chance  to  come  their  way. 

“Don't  introduce  me,"  said  the  Duke,  as  they  walked 
or  “1  am  an  incognito.  Ahem!  I  desire  no  introduc¬ 
tions  to  any  one,  and  tins  applies  particularly  to  ladies. 


“You  see  before  you  a  woman  hater,  Miss,  begging  your 
pardon.  With  all  due  respect  to  you,  I  perfectly  despise 
your  sox,”  said  the  Duke,  turning  to  Alice. 

The  Duke  then  turned  away  from  her,  and  Alice  was 
completely  ignored  by  him  during  the  remainder  of  Ihc 
interview. 

But  to  Old  King  Brady  he  said: 

“Sir,  your  face  is  very  familiar  to  me.  Where  have  we 
met  before?” 

“Nowhere,  1  think,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Prob¬ 
ably'  you  have  seen  my  picture  in  the  papers,  same  as  I 
have  seen  yours.” 

“Ha!  Possibly.  But  I  am  a  noted  character.  All  Chi¬ 
cago  honors  me.  You  behold  before  you  the  Duke  of 
Douglas  Street.”  %  • 

“And  I  am  more  than  pleased  to  meet  your  grace,"  re¬ 
plied  the  old  detective.  “Do  you  wish  me  to  tell  you  who 
lam?” 

“No,  sir;  no.  If  memory  will  not  serve  me,  I  must  go 
unserved,  that  is  all.  We  turn  here.  It  is  but  a  short 
distance  to  the  ducal  palace.” 

It  was  Douglas  Street  they  now  turned  into.  Here 
everybody  seemed  to  know’  the  man  among  the  compara¬ 
tively  few  people  who  were  abroad. 

“Hello,  Duke  !”  they  cried.  “Happy  New  Year,  Duke  !”  * 

And  one  added  : 

“Happy  New  Year  to  you,  too,  Old  White  Hat!  Are 
you  the  Duke's  grandpop?”  < 

To  all  of  this  the  Duke  paid  not  the  slightest  attention, 
but  walked  on,  never  altering  the  peculiar  position  of  his 
arms,  and  wagging  his  head  from  side  to  side,  which  move¬ 
ment.  Old  King  Brady  plainly  perceived,  must  be  due  to 
St.  Yitus's  dance. 

Presently  they  came  to  the  oddest  sort  of  a  house. 

It  stood  jammed  in  between  two  brick  factories,  the  * 
street  being  principally  given  over  to  manufacturing. 

Built  of  wood,  it  stood  four  stories  high,  while  its  width 
could  not  have  been  more  than  twelve  and  a  half  feet. 

The  two  lower  floors  had  been-  thrown  into  one.  and 
were  used  by  a  bologna  sausage  maker,  whose  sign  crossed 
the  front  part  of  the  house:  but  at  the  side  was  an  ex¬ 
ceedingly  narrow  flight  of  steps,  leading  up  to  one  of  the 
third-story  windows,  which  had  been  transformed  into  a 
door. 

The  Duke,  motioning  to  the  detectives  to  follow  him, 
started  up  these  tall  steps. 

“What  a  queer-looking  joint!”  whispered  Harry.  “Is 
it  altogether  safe  to  take  Alice  in  here?” 

“Oh,  I  think  so,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “The  man 
is  reputed  to  be  just  a  harmless  crank.  I  am  determined 
to  see  the  adventure  through.” 

The  Duke  opened  the  door  with  a  latchkey  and  en¬ 
tered.  Striking  a  match,  he  lighted  a  lamp  which  stood 
on  a  table  in  the  room  into  which  they  passed  direetlv.  for 
there  was  no  hall.  The  Bradys  and  Alice  followed  him  in. 
and  he  closed  and  locked  the  door  after  them. 

And  such  a  room  !  * 

It  seemed  wonderful  that  so  much  stuff  could  be  crowded 
into  so  small  a  space. 

It  was  evidently  the  leavings  of  a  former  tailoring  bu«i 

ness. 
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•lit  sidy  uvre  the  eounur-,  piled  high  with  holts  of!  “It  is  to  be  hoped  it  won’t  poison  us,”  grunted  Old  King 

i  Bradv.  who  seldom  touched  wine,  and  was  no  judge. 


Moth,  ole  and  moth-eaten. 

Ou  the  other  side  was  a  long  rack,  where  dozens  of 
t'.  Vest  -  iu|  trousers  hung.  There  were  tables  and 
rha;rs  in  the  middle,  cluttering  tin  whole  place.  It  was 
inmost  impossible  to  get  around., 

“Be  seated,”  said  the  Duke.  “Sit  down  on  the. chairs, 
on  the  tables,  on  the  counters,  on  the  lloor,  if  you  please, 
ii  you  can  find  a  place.  1  will  go  for  the  wine.” 

He  passed  into  another  room  in  the  rear,  carefully  clos¬ 
ing  the  door  behind  him. 

“What  a  joint !“  whispered  Harry. 

“This  smell  of  mothballs  makes  me  quite  faint,”  said 

Alice. 

“And  in  spite  of  that,  all  this  stuff  seems  to  be  more 
or  less  moth-eaten,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But  it  is 
terribly  close  in  here.  We  will  cut  it  as  short  as  possible. 
But  here  he  comes!” 

The  Duke  reappeared,  carrying  a  bottle  and  three  wine¬ 
glasses. 

w 

These  he  placed  on  one  of  the  tables,  and,  drawing  back, 

said :  • 

“Memory  has  served  me,  old  man.  If  you  have  seen  my 
piiiz  in  the  papers,  then  so  have  1  seen  yours.  You  are 
Old  King  Brady,  the  detective.” 

“Right,”  said  the  old  detective.  “That  is  who  I  am.” 
“And  permit  me  again  to  thank  you  and  this  young 
man  for  your  kindness,”  said  the  Duke,  and  he  proceeded 
to  fill  the  three  glasses  with  a  greenish  liquid  from  the 
bottle.  One  he  handed  to  Old  King  Brady,  another  to 
Harrv,  while  the  third  he  raised  himself. 

Alice  he  entirely  ignored. 

“What  wine  is  this  supposed  to  be?”  asked  Old  King 

Brady. 

“Green  Chablis,”  replied  the  Duke.  “Vintage  of  1802, 
as  I  said.  Well,  here's  health  and  a  happy  New  Year  to 
vou,  gentlemen.” 

He  turned  his  back  squarely  upon  Alice  as  he  drank. 
The  wine  proved  to  be  excellent.  Harry  felt  certain  that 
it  was  the  true  Green  Chablis. 

“And  now,”  said  the  Duke,  “'I  must  ask  you  to  leave 
me.  for  the  Secret  of  the  Seven  Sevens  deeply  oppresses 
me.” 

“What  is  this  secret  you  refer  to?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady.  “I  have  something  of  a  reputation  as  a  solver 
of  mvsteries,  and  possibly  I  may  be  able  to  aid  you,  Duke.” 

“No,”  said  the  Duke,  “not  now.  Perhaps  later.  We 
shall  see.  Good-night,  gentlemen!  Good-night!  1  must 
Leg  vou  to  leave  me  at  once.” 

He  flung  open  the  door  as  he  spoke,  and  of  course  there 
v.-a  nothing  for  t lie  Bracks  and  Alice  to  do  but  to  walk 

c  • 

Aflt  9  '  .  .  ♦* 

q  door  wa-  instantly  closed  and  locked  behind  them. 
••Singular  person,  that,”  remarked  the  old  detective, 
l  t!oy  descended  the  steps. 

•*I  .hon'd  -ay  o.”  laughed  Alice.  “I  wonder  he  even 
allowed  me  to  come  into  hi-  house.” 

■  it  i-  a  wo m'  r,“  -aid  Harry,  “but  at  least  he  was  very 
frum  aoout  if.  II >  wine  was  all  right,  however.  It  really 
the  ",  m: in'*  goods,” 


But  the  wine  proved  quite  harmless,  and  after  taking 
another  turn  on  Milwaukee  Avenue  the  Bradys  and  Alice 
|  returned  to  the  Sherman  House,  much  amused  with  their 
adventure  with  the  notorious  Duke  of  Douglas  Street. 


CHAPTER  IT. 

THE  SEVEN  SEVENS. 

The  Bradys  only  thought  of  their  adventure  with  the 
Duke  of  Douglas  Street  to  laugh  at  it. 

But  before  leaving  Chicago  Old  King  Brady,  happening 
to  be  in  conversation  with  the  chief  of  police,  who  was 
also  a  personal  friend,  asked  him  what  was  known  of  the 
history  of  the  man. 

“His  name,”  said  the  chief,  “is  Lawrence  Lawrence.  He 
was  formerly  a  fashionable  tailor  on  State  Street,  and  very 
well  to  do.  His  wife  deserted  him  about  ten  years  ago.  and 
carried  off  an  infant  son.  Prom  that  on  the  man  had  been 
as  you  see  him.  He  gave  up  business,  and  began  to  dress 
and  conduct  himself  in  this  singular  fashion.  Whether 
he  lost., his  money  or  not,  1  don't  know,  but  he  certainly 
lost  his  wits.  They  sav  he  is  perfectly  harmless.  What¬ 
ever  took  him  over  to  the  North  Side  to  live,  I  can't  im¬ 
agine.  Certainly  the  people  over  there  are  not  his  kind, 
for  the  Duke  comes  of  old  American  stock.” 

“Has  he  ever  been  in  an  asylum?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady. 

The  chief  did  not  know. 

January  passed,  and  February  coming,  the  Bradys  were 
summoned  to  Chicago  again. 

This  time  it  was  on  a  disappearance  case. 

One  Simon  Dithlow,  a  retired  multimillionaire,  had 
mysteriously  vanished. 

He  had  been  missing  for  several  weeks,  it  seemed,  and 
numerous  detectives  had  been  working  on  the  case,  hut 
all  had  failed. 

This  Dithlow  was  an  eccentric,  who,  in  spite  of  His  great 
wealth,  lived  plainly,  on  Park  Avenue,  in  an  ordinary  three- 
story  brick  house,  with  no  one  to  look  after  his  wants  but 
a  housekeeper. 

It  was  a  brother  who  had  taken  the  matter  up. 

This  man  was  a  broker  on  the  Board  of  Trade,  and  im¬ 
mediately  after  their  arrival  at  Chicago  the  Bradys  pre¬ 
sented  themselves  at  his  office,  leaving  Alice  behind  them, 
at  the  hotel. 

“There  is  very  little  to  tell  you,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  the 
broker.  “The  whole  story  is  just  this.  My  brother,  who 
is  a  man  about  sixty-five,  left  his  home  on  Park  Avenue 
one  morning  to  come  here,  where  he  had  a  desk.  He 
never  reached  the  office.  If  he  had  been  suddenly  snatched 
up  into  the  clouds  lie  could  not  have  disappeared  more 
completely.  All  ordinary  methods  have  been  tried  in  vain 
to  find  him.  What  you  can  do  1  am  sure  1  don't  know,  but 
as  you  have  been  highly  recommended  to  me  by  the  Chief 
of  Police,  l  Vrote  you  as  1  did.  Spare  no  expense.  Draw 
on  me  for  what  you  like.  My  brother  had  money  in  hanks 
to  the  extent  of  over  a  hundred  thousand  dollars,  and  1 
have  secured  an  order  from  Lie  Surrogate’s  Court  permit- 
1  ting  nu*  to  draw  on  this  for  the  expense  ineuirtd  in  the 
:  seen  eh.” 


Till-  BRADYS*  MYSTIC  RIOT'S  CLEW 


“What  enemies  did  your  brother  have,  if  any:”  Old  Kin?  Actives  into  the  parlor,  summoned  Mr-.  Ba«*rt,  the  how  e 
Brad?  U'ked.  keeper. 

Now  that's  the  point,"  replied  Mr.  Dithlow.  “In  one 


sense  of  the  word,  1  don't  know  that  he  had  any — that 
is,  he  had  no  active  enemies,  as  far  as  1  know;  but  on  the 
other  hand,  he  was  a  money  lender,  has  been  for  some 
years.  Such  people  always  make  enemies,  of  course,  and 
1  have  no  doubt  that  he  had  his  share  of  that  kind  of 
enemies.  He.  was  reticent  and  close-mouthed  about  his 
business  and  private  affairs,  however,  that  1  cannot  put  you 
on  the  track  of  any  of  them." 

“What  about  his  books  and  papers?  Have  they  been 
examined ?“ 

“Thoroughly,  bv  two  experts,  who  report  his  affairs  in 
excellent  shape.  He  was  worth  between  two 
lions  cn  the  day  of  his  disappearance.” 

“Is  that  report  in  writing:" 

“It  is.”' 

“May  1  examine  a  copy  of  it:" 

“1  have  only  the  original',  but  that  is  at  your  service." 

Mr.  Dithlow  produced  the  papers,  and  placed  them  in  the 
hands  of  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  will  look  these  over,"  said  the  old  detective."  “Very 
possibly  I  may  find  some  hint  which  may  lead  to  a  clew. 
Is  your  brother's  house  open  for  inspection:" 


She  was  a  comfortable-looking  woman  of  about  liHy, 
stout  and  talkative. 

Her  tongue  ran  on  unchecked  while  she  told  the  story 
of  her  employer's  disappearance,  which  she  had  told  -o 
many  times  before,  until  at  last  she  ceased  to  speak. 

Then  Old  King  Bradv  began  bis  questioning. 

“Mrs.  Basset,"  lie  said,  “did  Mr.  Ditblow  act  in  any 
way  different  that  morning  from  usual?" 

“He  seemed  greatly  worried."  replied  the  housekeeper, 
“and  at  the  breakfast  table  he  was  as  cross  as  two  sticks." 
“Was  he  usually  cross?" 

“He  often  was.  He  was  not  a  patient  man.  But  I  am 
anil  three  mil-  *ure  *!e  rni15^  have  had  something  preying  on  his  mind 
when  he  left  the  house.” 

“Try  and  recall  when  this  mental  agitation  began,  Mrs. 
Basset.  Was  lie  so  the  night  before?" 

“No.  sir.  He  was  particularly  pleasant  the  night  be¬ 
fore." 

“Then  whatever  happened  to  change  him  must  have 
happened  that  morning?” 

“Yes,  sir.”  -  _ 

“Did  he  receive  any  letters?" 

“Yes,  the  mail  was  put  at  his  plate,  same  as  usual.  I 


there." 

Old  King  Bradv  and  Hariv  left  the  broker  then  and  re- 
turned  to  the  Sherman  House,  where  the  old  detective 
spent  several  hours  examining  the  affairs  of  the  missing 

man. 


.  alwavs  put  the  letters  there  as  soon  as  the  postman  handed 

Yes.  It  is  just  as  he.  left  it."  replied  the  broker.  |  ^  j  jn  o 

You  win  find  Mr;.  Ba-et/Ae  haagVeeper,  still  in  charge  “Did  you  happen  to  notice  the  postmarks?" 

“No.  sir.  1  never  interested  myself  in  Mr.  Dithlow's 

correspondence." 

“Were  you  present  when  he  opened  the  letters?" 

“No,  sir;  but  1  came  in  right  afterward,  with  a  dish 
of  ham  and  eggs.  He  roared  out  to  take  it  away,  and  was 
Meanwhile,  Harry  and  Alice  went  out  on  other  business, .  £  expecting  him  to  live  perpetually  on  ham  and  eggs: 

Why.  sir,  1  give  you  my  word,  it  was  a  dish  he  was  par¬ 
ticularly  fond  of,  and  wo  had  not  had  it  -in  a  week." 
“Just  what  was  he  doing  at  the  time?" 

“Well,  sir,  I  happen  to  remember  that  he  was  arranging 
the  sevens.” 


and  it  was  not  until  dinner  time  that  they  returned 
"Well,  Governor,  and  what  do  you  make  out  of  the 
ease?"  asked  Harry. 

“I  make  very  little  out  of  it.  except  that  I  know  now 
how  this  man  had  hi  money  invested." 

“Which  is  how?" 


Arranging  the  sevens!  What  do  you  mean  by  that 


“A  million  and  a  half  in  good  Hhicago  real  estate,  which  You  haven't  mentioned  anything  about  that  before, 
yielded  him  a  handsome  profit;  and  something  over  halt  j  “Well,  if  1  didn't,  sit,  it  is  because  1  didn't  consider  it 
a  million  in  the  -took  of  the  Manikin  Hopper  Ho.,  at  Big  !  of  any  account.  He  had  some  paper  numbers  on  the  table- 
Manitou,  Lake  Superior,  which  investment  was  paying  ! cloth.  Looked  as  if  they  might  have  been  cut  out  of  *ome 
him  thirty  per  cent.  The  rest  is  in  notes,  cash  and  *'e-  i  calendar." 
curitie*  of  various  kinds."  j  “ And  they  wore  all  sevens ?" 

“AH  of  which  don  t  help  us  much."  “Yes,  sir;  seven  of  them.  1  remember  the  number  be- 

“Xot  as  it  stands,  but  1  want  to  know  more  of  this  con- ;  cause  it  always  struck  me  as  peculiar  that  there  Humid 
per  business.  As  you  arc  probably  aware,  the  copper  min- (be  seven  sevens,  and  naturally  I  wondered  what  thev  could 
ing  interests  of  America  are  practically  a  trust,  and  have  ;  mean. 

been,  and  still  are,  in  the  hands  of  a  pretty  unscrupulous  “Seven  sevens/'  murmured  Old  King  Brady,  and  he 
gang.  Dithlow  was  president  of  the  company,  and  it  glanced  at  Harrv  and  Alice. 

mav  have  suited  eomehodV.  purpose  In  put  him  out  of  Xnturnlly,  all'  thought  of  the  Duke  of  Douglas  Street. 


the  way.  It  looks  the  nearest  like  a  lead  in  the  case  of 
anything  I  have  struck.  We  will  have  dinner,  and  then 


and  hi*  wild  allusion  to  the  “Secret  of  the  Seven  Sevens." 
Tell  me  about  these  seven  sevens,  Mrs.  Basset,"  said 


go  to  this  man's  house.  Thoroughly  as  it  ha*  probably  Old  King  Bradv.  “Had  Mr.  Dithlow’ received  similar  fie- 

hoon  nvommnrl  enmot  ninrr  k  ~  .  1 .  „  _  ..  ' 


been  examined,  something  worth  finding  rnnv  have  been 
overlooked.” 

It  was  after  three  o'clock  when  the  Bradys  and  Alice 
rang  the  hell  of  the  Pnrk  Avenue  house. 

A  maid  anweied  the  call,  and  after  showing  the  de- 


u res  before?"* 

“Oh,  yes,  sir;  they  olion  came." 

“Came  bv  mail,  you  mean?” 

“  Ye*,  sir.  I  have  seen  him  take  them  out  of  the  melojv 
manv  a  time.” 
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“And  letter?  came  with  them?" 

"Xo,  sir;  never.  Just  the  seven  sevens." 

“Did  Mr.  Dithlow  never  give  you  any  explanation  of 

them  ?“ 

“Xo,  sir;  never.  He  was  very  close-mouthed  about  all 

his  allairs." 

“Did  it  alwavs  make  Mr.  Dithlow  cross  to  receive  these 


seven  sevens?” 


“Oh.  no,  sir.  I  have  seen  him  laugh  and  chuckle  when 
he  received  them;  that's  why  I  think  it  must  have  been 
something  else  that  made  him  cross  that  morning.” 

“And  he  went  light  out  after  breakfast?" 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Take  anything  with  him?” 

‘‘Xo,  sir  ;  only  his  umbrella,  as  usual.  He  always  carried 
an  umbrella,  rain  or  shine.” 

“He  said  nothing  about  going  away  anywhere?” 

‘‘Not  a  word.  On  the  contrary,  he  ordered  me  to  have 
a  veal  kidney  for  his  dinner.” 

“Did  he  dine  at  midday  or  at  night?” 

“Always  at  night.  Seven  o'clock  was  his  hour.” 

“But  he  usually  returned  earlier  than  that,  I  judge.” 

“Yes.  sir.  He  was  seldom  out  after  four." 

Old  King  Brady  stopped  his  questioning  there.  He  re¬ 
sented  an  order  from  the  broker  for  Mrs.  Basset  to  place 
the  house  at  the  disposal  of  the  detectives. 

Old  King  Brady  having  dismissed  the  housekeeper,  went 
into  Mr.  Dithlow's  library  with  Henrv  and  Alice,  and 
closed  the  door. 

“Well,”  he  said,  “this  seems  to  bring  us  back  to  our  Xew 
Year's  Eve  adventure.  Can  it  be  possible  that  there  is  any 
connection  between  the  Duke  of  Douglas  Street  and  this 
Dithlow  disappearance  ?” 


“I  don't  doubt  that,  for  1  saw  him.  walking  down  Mil¬ 
waukee  Avenue  on  Xew  Year's  Day,  but  I  haven't  seen 
him  since.  You  never  can  tell  when  he  is  coming  back.” 

“Oh,  he  is  in  the  habit  of  going  away,  is  he?” 

“Sure.  He  is  away  most  of  the  time,  often  for  weeks 
together.” 

“Does  lie  own  this  house?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  be¬ 
ginning  to  descend  the  steps. 

“Yes,  he  owns  it,  and  both  of  these  factories,  too,”  re¬ 
plied  the  clerk  of  the  sausage  mill.  “He  owns  lots  of 
other  property  besides.  You  might  think  from  the  way 
he  dresses  that  the  Duke  is  a  poor  man,  but  it  isn't  so.  He's 
worth  a  lot  of  money.” 

“You  people  rent  from  him,  then?” 

“Yes.” 

“Of  course  he  is  crazy?” 

“Oh,  sure  lie’s  off.”  replied  the  clerk,  “but  he  knows 
how  to  do  business  all  right,  and  don't  you  forget  it.  The 
Duke  is  not  such  a  fool  as  he  looks." 

“One  question  more,  and  that’s  the  last,’’  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “Does  he  live  ail  alone  up  there?” 

“All  alone."  replied  the  clerk.  “It's  a  wonder  he  isn't 
robbed,  lie  s  away  so  much.  They  tell  me  there's  lots  of 
stuff  up  there.  I  never  was  in  his  rooms  myself.” 

Thus  balked.  Old  King  Brady  'Started  back  for  Park 
Avenue,  pondering  over  the  Secret  of  the  Seven  Sevens. 

It  looked  as  if  he  had  turned  up  this  seemingly  myste¬ 
rious  clew  only  to  have  it  promptly  turned  down. 

But  the  seven  sevens  were  destined  to  bpb  up  again,  and 
that  in  more  definite  form,  as  will  be  shown  in  the  next 
chapter. 


CHAPTER  III. 


“It  is  certainly  a  very  singular  coincidence,”  said  Alice. 
“Twice  the  man  mentioned  the  Secret  of  the  Seven 
Sevens,  you  will  recollect,”  continued  Old  King  Brady, 
“and  as  he  was  not  so  crazy  that  there  was  no  method  in 
his  madness,  I  am  naturally  interested.  I  think  I  shall 
look  him  up  before  making  any  other  move ;  but  you  two 
had  better  stay  here  and  go  over  the  house  thoroughly. 
Leave  no  stone  unturned.  If  you  can  find  some  explana¬ 
tion  of  this  seven  sevens  business  for  me  I  shall  be  greatly 
pleased.” 

Old  King  Brady  then  left  the  house,  and,  hurrying  to 
the  North  Side,  went  directly  to  Douglas  Street. 

There  stood  that  same  queer  house. 

The  sausage  factory  downstairs  was  open  now,  and  ap¬ 
parently  running  full  blast.  , 

The  old  detective  ascended  the  steps  and  knocked  loud 
and  long,  but  there  was  no  answer. 

At  length  a  young  man  came  out  of  the  sausage  factory. 
He  was  bareheaded,  and  had  a  pen  in  his  hand. 

“Who  do  you  want,  boss?”  he  asked. 

“The  man  who  lives  here,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “The 
person  who  calls  himself  the  Duke  of  Douglas  Street.” 
“He's  not  there.” 

“When  will  he  be  in?” 

“I'rn  sure  I  don't  know.  He  ha.s  been  gone  for  a  month 

or  more.” 

“  Xot  much  more  than  a  month,  for  I  saw  him  here  on 

Xew  Year*  Eve.” 


A  HINT  FROM  THE  DUKE. 

Harry  and  Alice  made  nothing  out  of  their  search  of 
Mr.  Simon  Dithlow’s  house,  and  Old  King  Brady,  when 
he  look  hold  later,  was  just  as  unsuccessful. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  they  returned  to  the 
Sherman  House,  quite  discouraged  at  their  lack  of  success. 

“If  we  could  only  have  corralled  the  Duke,"  sighed 
Harry. 

“It  is  by  no  means  certain  that  it  would  have  done  us 
any  good  if  we  had.”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “YTou  must 
remember. that  able  detectives  besides  ourselves  have  been 
working  on  this  self-same  problem,  and  have  been  unable 
to  find  even  a  starting  clew.  Patience!  We  have  but  just 
begun.  I  am  going  to  look  into  this  man's  copper  interests 
to-morrow.  1  have  a  very  strong  idea  that  the  secret 
we  are  seeking  to  learn  lies  in  that  direction.  However, 
there  is  no  telling.'’ 

That  evening  Old  King  Brady  looked  into  the  matter  of 
the  Big  Manitou  Copper  Mining  Co. 

He  found  that  it  was  a  Chicago  concern,  with  offices  in 
The  Bookepy,  on  La  Salle  Street,  and  there  lie  presented 
himself  the  following  morning. 

He  had  learned  that  while  Mr.  Dithlow  was  president 
of  the  company,  the  secretary  was  the  active  man  in  the 
business,  being  a  heavy  stockholder,  and  chairman  of  the 
board  of  directors. 

To  this  gentleman  Old  King  Brady  sent  in  his  card. 
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hut  Mr.  f\  Disosuway  Doan — such  was  the  secretary's  name 

declined  to  tee  him. 

Naturally,  this  vexed  the  old  detective,  and  he  hurried 
U>  the  office  of  the  chief  oi'  police  and  told  him  how  the 
e;'.'V.  stood. 

“Won't  >ec  you,  (hr”  cried  the  chief.  ‘‘Well,  say,  when 
mv  detectives'  were  handling  the  case  he  tried  to  put  on 
1’riils*  too.  1  must  say  l  didn't  like  it  then,  and  I  like  it 
less  now.  I'll  make  him  come  here  and  see  you,  Bradv, 
that's  what  I'll  do.  We  ll  teach  the  fellow  civility,  at  all 
events.” 

Going  to  the  telephone,  the  chief,  after  getting  Mr.  P. 
Disosaway  Doan  on  the  wire,  peremptorily  ordered  him  to 
nnort  at  his  office  at  once. 

Indeed,  so  peremptory  was  the  language  lie  used  that 
Old  King  Brady  was  half  sorry  he  had  applied  to  him. 

He  expected  a  very  angry  secretary,  but  he  was  altogether 
wrong. 

In  a  very  short  time  an  insignificant  little  man  came 
hustling  into  the  office. 

He  was  not  over  five  feet  tall,  and  of  very  slight  build, 
with  light  hair  and  watery  blue  eyes. 

His  principal  stock  in  trade  appeared  to  be  a  tall  hat 
of  the  latest  style. 

“Dear  me!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  am  exceedingly  sorry  to 
have  put  you  to  all  this  trouble,  Mr.  Bradv,”  he  said,  after 
the  chief  of  police  had  introduced  him.  “The  fact  is, 
I  was  verv  busv  at  the  time  you  called.  If  my  young  man 
was  insolent  to  you,  I'm  sure  I  apologize.  If  there  is 
anything  1  can  do  to  aid  you  in  finding  my  good  friend. 
Pithiow.  I  am  really  quite  at  your  service.” 

“  1  want  to  know  all  about  his  relations  with  the  Big 
Manitou  Company,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“Well,  he  was  president — is  still,  if  he  lives — but  he 
did  little,  except  to  preside  at  the  annual  meeting  and  to 
collect  his  dividends.” 


It  was  pure  guesswork  on  Old  King  Bradv'-  part,  how¬ 
ever. 

He  guessed  again,  with  like  success. 

“The  first  company  went  bankrupt,  and  the  property 
was  sold  and  bought  in,  was  it  not?”  he  asked. 

“You  seem  to  be  pretty  well  posted,”  growled  the  recre- 
tarv. 

“And  at  this  sale  the  Nixon  interest  was  wiped  out,  1 
suppose?”  continued  the  old  detective,  following  up  the 
advantage  he  had  gained. 

“It  was,”  admitted  Mr.  Doan,  looking  very  uncomfort¬ 
able. 

“Then  the  long  and  short  of  it  is  that  the  man  only  re¬ 
ceived  one  thousaid  where  he  had  a  right  to  expect  a  hun¬ 
dred  times  that  amount?”  continued  Old  King  Bradv. 

“It  was  all  open  and  above  board,  sir,”  flashed  Doan. 
“All  within  the  law.” 

“Oh,  1  don't  doubt  that.  Did  Air.  Dithlovv  engineer  this 
deal  3” 

“He  did.” 

Now  while  this  conversation  was  taking  place  old  King 
Brady  had  been  doing  a  peculiar  thing. 

He  had  gone  to  the  trouble  to  cut  up  a  calendar  that 
morning,  thus  providing  himself  with  seven  slips  of  paper 
upon  each  of  which  was  the  figure  seven. 

The  figures  were  large,  and  as  the  old  detective  ques¬ 
tioned  Doan  he  kept  taking  out  a  seven  and  throwing  it 
carelessly  on  the  table,  until  now  there  were  seven  sevens. 

That  it  made  Mr.  Doan  exceedingly  nervous  was  plain 
to  be  seen. 

Suddenly  Old  King  Brady  took  another  tack. 

“Do  you  know  an  eccentric  person  living  over  on  the 
North  Side,  whom  people  call  the  Duke  of  Douglas  Street?” 
he  asked. 

“I  know  there  is  such  a  person,”  replied  Doan  cau¬ 
tiously. 


“Has  he  been  long  connected  with  the  company?” 

“Since  its  organization.  It  was  he  who  put  up  the  money 
to  buy  the  mine.” 

“How  much?” 

“One  hundred  thousand  dollars.” 

“Who  did  he  buy  it  of?” 

“A  prospector  named  Joe  Nixon,  who  discovered  it,  and 
bought  the  property  from  a  lumber  company  which  then 
owned  it.” 

“Where,  is  this  man  Nixon  now?” 

“I  am  sure  1  don't  know.” 

“Was  he  paid  in  cash  or  in  stock?” 

“Part  cash  and  part  stock,”  replied  the  little  secretary, 
growing  more  and  more  nervous  under  Old  King  Brady’s 
sharp  questioning,  and  perhaps  for  another  reason,  which 
we  shall  presently  explain. 

“How  much  cash  did  he  get?” 

“Well,  sir,  I  should  have  to  consult  my  books." 

“  I  think  not.’’ 

“Mr.  Brady,  I — or - ” 

“(  ome.  come,  Mr.  Doan,  answer  my  question.  You  know 
well  enough  that  Nixon  received  very  little  cash.  I  rend 
m  answer  in  your  face.  Wo*  it  n  thousand  dollars?” 

With  manifest  reluctance,  the  secretary  admitted  that 
this  was  just  the  sum  paid  the  prospector. 


“Has  he  anything  to  do  with  your  company?” 

-  “Nothing  whatever.  Why  do  you  ask?” 

“I  have  my  reasons.” 

“I  should  like  to  know  the  reason  why  I  am  subjected 
to  all  this  questioning,”  growled  Mr.  Doan.  “One  would 
think  that  I  had  something  to  do  with  Mr.  Dithlow's  dis¬ 
appearance.” 

Old  King  Brady  declined  to  take  this  up. 

“Just  where  is  this  Manitou  mine  located?”  he  asked. 

“If  you  have  a  map  of  t lie  l  pper  Peninsula  of  Michigan 
I  can  show  you,”  replied  Mr.  Doan. 

1  have  such  a  map,  said  the  chief,  and  he  produced  a 
large  atlas,  and  found  the  proper  place,  whereupon  Mr. 
Doan  pointed  out  the  location  of  the  mine. 

“Any  other  active  copper  properties  up  there?”  asked 
Old  King  Brady. 


“’ies.  There  is  the  Eagle  Islet  Company,  whose  mine 
practically  adjoins  ours,”  was  the  reply. 

“  I  have  heard  of  that  company,  but  I  never  heard  of 
the  Manitou  until  now.  The  Eagle  Islet  is  an  older  and 
larger  concern  than  yours,  I  take  it?” 

‘-Much  larger.  It  has  been  working  for  many  years.” 

“I  believe  that  is  all  I  care  to  ask  you.  Mr.  Doan,”  said 
the  old  detective  carelessly,  and  lie  began  pushing  about 
the  seven  soveus. 
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Mr.  lK>an  arose,  ami  adjusted  his  plug  hat. 

"  May  l  ask  what  yon  are  doing  with  those  slips  of  pa¬ 
per?*'  he  said. 

lie  had  been  looking  at  them  all  the  time;  indeed,  his 
e;>e>  haw  seldom  been  oil  of  them. 

"Studying  them,"  replied  Old  King  Brady  bluntly. 

"In  eonneetion  with  this  ease?” 

"Yes."  N 

"Do  you  mind  explaining  to  me  just  what  you  mean?” 
"Yes.” 

"Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon." 

Old  King  Brady  made  no  reply  to  this. 

"Good-day,  Mr.  Brady." 

"Good-day,  Mr.  Doan.” 

The  secretary  walked  out  in  an  evident  huff. 

"Brady,  what  in  the  world  are  you  doing  with  those 
figures?"  asked  the  chief.  "You  had  the  little  man  half* 
wild." 

Old  King  Brady  explained. 

"You  certainly  mixed  him  up  for  fair,"  said  the  chief. 
"There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  seven  sevens  have  a  mean¬ 
ing  for  that  man.” 

"I  think  so,”  replied  the  old  detective,  "and  I  am  just 
as  >ure  that  Mr.  Dithlow's  copper  interests  are  at  the 
bottom  of  his  disappearance.  But  that  don’t  give  us  a 
working  clew.  That  is  what  we  need.  However,  I  don’t 
despair  of  getting  it  yet.*’ 

He  was  to  get  it  that  night,  and  in  the  most  mysterious 

manner. 

Somehow,  the  papers  got  hold  of  the  fact  that  the  Bradys 
had  taken  up  the  Dithlow  disappearance  ease. 

The  evening  editions,  which  were  on  the  street  by  ten 
o’clock  in  the  morning,  published  Old  King  Brady's  pic¬ 
ture,  and  some  of  them  had  fake  interviews  with  him. 

When  lie  reached  the  hotel  the  old  detective  found  sev¬ 
eral  reporters  waiting  for  him,  and  lie  allowed  himself  to 
he  interviewed,  taking  care,  however,  to  express  no  definite 
theory  about  the  case. 

This  made  no  difference,  for  later  in  the  day  the  inter¬ 
views  were  published,  and  in  each  paper  Old  King  Brady 
was  made  to  express  a  different  theory. 

At  all  this  the  old  detective  was  thoroughly  disgusted, 
but  as  there  was  no  help  for  it  he  said  but  little. 

The  day  passed  without  any  other  result  than  to  get  a 
further  insight  into  the  affairs  of  the  Manitou  Mining  Co. 

It-  directorate  numbered  among  its  list  of  names  the 
of  -omc  of  the  most  unscrupulous  of  the  Chicago  trust  mag¬ 
nates. 

Those  of  the  Eagle  Met  Co.,  on  the  contrary,  were  all 
unknown  to  Old  King  Brady.  . 

From  what  he  could  learn  of  this  company,  he  came  to 
i  hr  conclusion  that  it  was  a  very  (dose  corporation,  and 
honestly  managed:  but  a<-  it-  offices  were  in  Boston,  lie 
found  himself  unable  to  gain  any  very  definite  informa¬ 
tion  about  the  concern. 

J.M  ,i-  the  Bnn!;  -  and  Abe.  were  fitting  down  to  -up- 
r,c.  n  note. v. a-  placed  in  the  old  detective V  hands. 

On  opening  it  aw!  looking  at  the  signature,  he  w;  -  not 
a  little  •urprLed  to  find  that  it  read: 

“The  Duke.” 

X he  note  wa*  a*  follows; 


"Brady:  1  see  by  the  papers  that  you  are  in  Chicago 
again,  am)  are  working  on  the  Dithlow  disappearance  ease. 
Want  a  (lew?  I  suppose  you  do.  All  detectives  want 
clews.  Then,  old  man.  go  to  my  ducal  palace  and  get  it. 
Do  not  call  before  midnight,  but  he  prompt  at  that  time. 
If  you  want  to  take  your  partners  with  you,  I’ve  no  ob¬ 
jection.  You  won’t  find  me,  but  you  will  find  the  key 
under  the  doormat.  Kindly  content  yourself  with  looking, 
and  disturb  nothing. 

"Your  friend. 

"  This  Duke. 

4 'i  ^ tv v  (vi  v  i) 

"Again  the  Duke  of  Douglas  Street  and  his  setefi  sev¬ 
ens."  said  Old  King  Brady,  passing  the  letter  over  to 
Harry,  who  read  it  aloud  for  Alice’s  benefit. 

"You  will  go,  of  course?”  Harry  asked. 

"Certainly,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  "This  irt  n  god¬ 
send.  J  have  been  satisfied  from  the  first  that  could  we 
solve  the  Secret  of  the  Seven  Sevens  all  would  be  plain 
sailing.” 

"Jt  may  be  a  trap,”  said  Alice. 

"Don’t  go,  jf  you  think  so,”  said  Old  King  Brady  quick¬ 
ly.  “I  am  satisfied  that  it  is  no  trap.  1  have  confidence 
in  the  Duke,  eccentric  though  lie  may  be.” 

"Oh,  I’ll  go,”  replied  Alice. 

"I’d  just  as  soon  you  wouldn't,  then.'’  said  Harry,  who, 
being  practically  engaged  to  Alice,  was  always  on  the  look¬ 
out  for  her  welfare. 

But  this  Alice  was  pretty  apt. to  resent. 

"Xow  1  shall  certainly  go,'’  she  declared. 

“I  don’t  think  there  is  the  slightest  danger,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  "If  I  did,  I  should  be  the  last  to  hear  of 
Alice  exposing  herself.  Jt  is  just  another  of  the  Duke’s 
eccentricities,  that’s  all.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  greatly  elated  by  the  receipt  of  this 
letter. 

During  supper  he  talked  of  nothing  else,  and  after  the 
meal  was  over  he  retired  to  his  room  for  a  few  hours’  sleep, 
so  as  to  be  fresh  at  midnight,  Harry  and  Alice  following 
his  example. 

Eleven  o’clock  found  them  up  again  and  preparing  for 
their  trip  to  the  North  Side. 

Exactly  at  midnight  they  ascended  the  long  steps  of  the 
ducal  palace.  * 

The  night  was  cold  and  raw,  and  they  met  nobody  on 
the  way  down  Douglas  Street. 

The  sausage  factory  was  closed,  of  course,  and  the  win- 
dows  above  were  all  dark. 

On  the  occasion  of  his  second  visit,  Old  King  Bradv  had 
looked  particularly  at  the  two  factories  which  (lie  clerk 
downstairs  had  told  him  the  Duke  owned. 

The  one  on  the  north  was  a  knitting  mill,  while  that 
on  the  south  bore  several  sign-  indicating  light  manufac¬ 
turing. 

Evidently  some  one  rented  the  whole  building  and  let  out 
lofts  with  ]  Anver. 

Old  King  Brady  felt  under  the  doormat  and  found  the 
key. 

ili-  hopes  w<  re  lai-cd  high  a-  lie  fitted  it  in  the  lock. 

It  turned  readily,  und  the  detective  passed  into  the  dueal 
palace. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  MYSTERIOUS  CLEW. 

The  first  thing  Old  King  Brady  did  was  to  get  out  his 
flashlight  and  search  for  the  lamp  which  the  Duke  had 
lighted  on  the  previous  night,  which  he  readily  did. 

Lighting  it,  he  told  Harry  to  close  and  lock  the  door. 

The  cluttered-up  room  looked  just  the  same,  and  smelled 
as  vile  as  ever. 

Everything  was  thick  'w  ith  dust. 

Old  King  Brady  looked  for  footprints  on  the  carpet,  but 
could  see  none.  There  was  nothing  to  indicate  that  the 
Duke  had  recently  been  in  the  place. 

Passing  through  to  the  next  room,  they  found  it  wa~  a 
dark  bedchamber,  with  a  skylight  overhead. 

The  bed  was  all  crumpled  up,  and  everything  in  the 
greatest  disorder. 

Beyond  this  was  a  kitchen,  which  had  also  been  used 

as  a  dining-room. 

Here  the  same  disorderly  condition  prevailed  as  in  the 
other  rooms. 

The  cook  stove  was  cold  and  the  ash  pit  was  choked  with 
cinders. 

The  remains  of  a  meal  were  upon  the  table,  aud  un¬ 
washed  dishes,  pots  and  pans  cluttered  the  sink. 

Everything  indicated  that  many  days  must  have  elapsed 
since  that  last  meal  was  cooked. 

It  was  a  bitter  disappointment  to  Old  King  Brady  when, 
after  the  most  careful  search,  they  could  discover  nothing 
to  indicate  the  secret  presence  of  the  Duke,  nor  anything 
which  offered  the  slightest  clew  to  the  solution  of  the  rays- 
ten  of  the  seven  sevens. 

“It's  just  some  of  his  crazy  nonsense,”  said  Harry. 
“There  is  nothing  doing  here.” 

“It  begins  to  look  so,  I  must  admit,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady,  “yet  I  dislike  to  give  up.” 

“Perhaps  if  we  wait  a  bit  there  may  be  something  do¬ 
ing,”  said  Alice.  “Remember  we  have  to  deal  with  an 
insane  man.  We  have  no  right  to  expect  promptness  on 
his  part.” 

“The  suggestion  is  almost  the  only  one  which  can  be 
made,”  said  the  old  detective,  opening  one  of  the  windows 
at  the  top. 

“We'll  stay. a-  while,  anyway,  aud  in  the  meanwhile  let 
us  have  a  breath  of  fresh  air.” 

They  waited  until  after  one  o’clock,  but  there  was  noth¬ 
ing  doing. 

“Well,  I  suppose  we  shall  have  to  give  up,"  said  the  old 
detective,  throwing  the  stump  of  the  cigar  he  had  been 
smoking  into  the  ash  pit  of  the  stove. 

He  had  scarcely  risen  when  from  out  of  the  dark  room, 
where  there  had  not  been  a  sound,  a  deep  voice  suddenly 
exclaimed : 

“  Enter  now.  The  road  lies  open  to  your  clew.  r 

It  took  just  three  strides  on  Old  King  Brady’s  part  to 
gain  the  open  door,  and  he  flashed  his  electric*  light  into 
the  dark  room. 

There  was  no  one  to  be  ? "on,  but  a  change  bail  taken 
place  in  the  appearance  of  the  room  ,-ime  he  had  looked 

in  there  before. 

The  bed,  instead  of  being  against  the  wall,  as  it  hid 
1-cn  before,  was  now  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  and  a  nar¬ 


row  panel  ?tooil  open  in  tin*  south  wall  of  tin  room,  against 
wliieh  the  bed  had  previously  stood. 

“Somebody  has  bceu  at  work  here,"  ob-ened  Alice. 
“Surely,”  said  Harry.  “There's  your  road,  (JoM-inor, 
but  1  must  say  1  fear  it's  a  trap.”  # 

“You  stay  here  with  Alice,  Harry.  I'll  go  ahead." 
“Xot  on  vour  life!”  said  llarrv.  “We  all  stick  together. 


that’s  a  sure  thing.” 

“Certainly,”  added  Alice.  “Co  right  ahead,  Mr.  Brady. 
Harry  and  I  will  follow.” 

She  had  scarcely  spoken  when  a  faint  ligiit  appeared 
through  the  panel. 

“Come,  then,”  said. Old  King  Brady,  and  lie  entered, 
using  his  flashlight. 

There  was  a  short  flight  of  steps  here.  That  they  led. 

J  to  the  upper  loft  of  the  factory  on  the  south  of  this  singu¬ 
lar  house  the  old  detective  plainly  saw. 

At  the  top  of  the  steps  they  came  upon  a  door,  which 
stood  open. 

Beyond  lay  the  loft,  and  it  was  a  sight. 

Great  frames  stood  around,  upon  which  were  stretched 
huge  canvases,  with  scenes  painted  on  them  like  those  of 


a  theater. 


There  was  a  long  bench,  too,  upon  which  were  brushes 
and  paint  pots. 

Evidently  it  was  the  studio  of  some  one  who  fancied 
himself  a  scenic  artist,  but  the  work  was  just  a  collection 
of  mere  daubs. 

Indeed,  some  of  the  pictures  veie  so  abominably  bad 
that  it  was  hard  to  tell  what  they  were  intended  to  repre¬ 
sent. 

There  were  a  great  mauv  of  these  scenes,  which  stood 
about  at  all  possible  angles,  but  it  was  difficult  to  make 
much  out  of  them  on  account  of  the  insufficient  light. 

And  this  light,  such  as  it  was,  seemed  to  be  the  myste¬ 
rious  part  of  it,  for  it  proceeded  from  the  eyeless  sockets 
of  a  huge  skull  at  the  extreme  end  of  the  loft. 

The  jaw  rested  upon  the  floor,  while  the  top  of  the 
skull  almost  touched  the  low  ceiling. 

Of  course,  it  was  just  another  painting,  but  it  seemed 
to  be  better  executed  than  those  around  it.  Certainly  it 
looked  exactlv  like  a  large  skull. 

for  a  moment  the  Bradys  aud  Alice  paused,  thinking 
that  the  voice  might  speak  again,  but  profound  silence 
'  reigned.* 

“It  must  be  that  picture  of  the  skull  we  are  expected 
to  examine,”  observed  Alice,  at  length. 

“I  fancy  so,"  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Come  on." 

i  u ey  walked  toward  it.  and  as  they  drew  nearer  the'- 
saw  that  there  was  a  picture  painted  in  each  evchole.  which 
were  faintly  illuminated  by  the  light  behind  the  can  vac-. 

(  lose  up  to  it  they  went,  and  began  studying  these  pic- 
i  hires. 

The  one  in  the  right  eye  represented  the  interior  of  a 
large  room. 


Seven  masked  forms  stood  about,  ranged  in  a  semicinir. 
They  wore  completely  euvcloped  in  long  whjte  rob  s 
even  t heir  heads  being  covered.  % 

I’bete  wen1  eyehole*2,  hut  eo  other  openings.  The  head 
c«>\o ring  ramo  tip  to  a  high  point  at  the  top,  and  herv, 
ujk  n  each,  done  in  Mark,  was  a  large  figure  « 
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R  neath  was  market]  in  a  hold  hand: 

"lit hold  the  w  li  'evens." 

In  the  If  ft  eve  there  was  a  crudely  executed  landscape. 

It  reprc'cnted  an  old,  half  ruined  church,  seemingly 
built  of  stone. 

War  by  was  a  square  structure,  which  had  the  appear¬ 
ance  »f  a  parsonage,  or  parish  house. 

Above  the  door  was  a  winged  globe,  with  a  cross  upon  it, 
and  above  that,  within  a  molding,  was  the  figure  7,  seven 
time*  repeated,  the  figures  Icing  ranged  in  a  row. 

Beneath  this  picture  was  scrawled: 

"  l'he  home  of  the  seven  sevens.  Snake  Islet,  Lake  Supe¬ 
rior." 

It  took  some  little  time  to  study  all  this  out,  the  painting 
was  so  badly  executed. 

At  last  Old  King  Brady  spoke: 

"■Friend,  whoever  vou  are,"  he  cried,  “have  von  any- 
thing  further  to  say  to  us?  I  think  1  understand  your 
Hew.  and  l  shall  at  once  proceed  to  the  Manitou  Copper 
Aline.  Is  such  your  wish?*’ 

There  was  no  answer. 

“Not  communicative,  it  would  seem/’  observed  Harry. 

“Whoever  our  unknown  friend  is,  he  has  made  us  a  very 
important  communication  in  his  own  peculiar  wav,”  replied 
Old  King  Bradv  quietly.  “If  there  is  nothing  more  to 
communicate,  we  will  be  going.” 

Xo  answer. 

!t  was  not  possible  to  get  behind  the  picture,  as  it  was 
placed  close  against  the  wall,  and  the  lights  which  illumi¬ 
nated  it  consequently  must  have  rested  in  niches. 

The  detectives  now  turned  away,  and  started  for  the 

door. 

Instantly  they  found  themselves  in  total  darkness. 

Wheeling  about,  they  saw  that  the  lights  in  the  skull 
had  been  extinguished. 

They  waited  for  a  moment,  thinking  there  might  be  more 
to  the  show,  but  nothing  happened,  so  Old, King  Brady, 
with  his  electric  lamp,  lighted  the  way  to  the  Duke's  bed¬ 
chamber  again. 

“The  work  of  a  lunatic,"  observed  Harry. 

“And  consequently  you  think  there  is  nothing  in  it.”  said 
Old  King  Brady  quickly. 

“I  don’t  say  that,  Governor,  blit  I  have  my  doubts." 

“I  disagree  with  vou.” 

“So  do  I,"  said  Alice.  “The  Duke  never  would  have 
gone  to  all  that  trouble  for  nothing.” 

They  went  on  to  the  front  room,  and  had  scarcely  en¬ 
tered  when  a  -light  noise  was  heard  in  the  chamber  they 
had  just  left. 

Old  King  Brady  stepped  back  into  it  and  flashed  his 

light. 

He  could  see  no  one,  but  the  panel  wa-  closed,  and  the 
b-d  bad  been  replaced. 

“Quick  work!”  he  muttered.  “But  all  this  don’t  con- 
fKin  ii Mysterious  as  the  Duke  makes  this  business,  1 
believe  he  ha«  given  us  our  clew." 

T)ii  '  left  the  ducal  palace  then  and  returned  to  the 

hotel. 

liven  on  the  ground  that  he  was  insane,  it  was  a  puzzle 
to  Old  King  Brady  to  understand  why  the  Duke  should 
-o  much  mystery  of  his  disclosure. 


3TERI0TJS  CLEW.. 


The  only  theory  he  could  advance  was  that  the  man  him¬ 
self  was  one  of  the  white-robed  band,  and  had  taken  an 
oath  never  to  reveal  its  secrets;  that  he  satisfied  his  con¬ 
science  with  the  thought  that  he  had  told  nothing;  hut 
this  idea  seemed  rather  far-fetched. 

However,  Old  King  Brady  stuck  to  his  intention. 

First  thing  next  morning,  without  saying  where  they 
were  going,  the  detectives  left  the  hotel. 

Feeling  that  there  was  a  strong  probability  that  they 
were  being  shadowed,  they  simplv  bought  tickets  for  Mil¬ 
waukee,  and  proceeded  there. 

So  far  as  they  could  make  out,  there  was  no  shadowing, 
hut  Old  King  Brady  was  determined  to  take  no  chances. 

They  went  to  the  Plankington  House,  and  engaged  rooms 
for  two  days,  paying  in  advance. 

During  the  day  Harry,  through  a  messenger  boy,  secured 
tickets  for  Duluth,  and  they  slipped  out  of  Milwaukee  on 
the  night  express,  reaching  Duluth  without  any  reason  to 
believe  that  anv  one  was  on  their  trail. 

The  lake  they  found  frozen,  and  they  quickly  discov¬ 
ered  that  the  only  way  of  reaching  the  region  where  Big 
Manitou  Island  was  located  was- by  driving  sixty  miles  in 
an  open  sleigh. 

It  was  no  pleasant  prospect,  as  the  snow  was  deep  and  the 
roads  bad,  hut  there  was  no  help  for  it. 

The  nearest  town  to  the  copper  mine  was  Jamesburg, 
they  were  informed,  which  was  five  miles  distant  on  the 
mainland,  directly  opposite  Big  Manitou  Island. 

Eagle  Islet,  they  learned,  was  close  by  Big  Manitou.  only 
a  narrow  channel  separating  them. 

Inquiry  developed  the  fad  that.  Snake  Island  was  one 
of  the  same  group,  and  that  on  it  was  an  old  church  and 
a  house  which  had  long  been  abandoned. 

It  had  formerly  been  an  Indian  mission,  established  bv 
French  Catholic  fathers,  but  with  the  dying  off  of  the 
Indians  had  been  given  up. 

This  island,  the  Bradys  were  further  informed,  belonged 
to  the  Manitou  Co.,  and  was  used  to  store  copper  ore  oh 
during  the  winter,  to  be  shipped  to  Duluth  by  water  when 
navigation  opened  up  in  the  spring. 

The  Bradys  and  Alice  stayed  over  in  Duluth  three  dgvs, 
waiting  for  the  weather  to  moderate  before  attempting  their 
long  drive,  which  was  finally  accomplished  with  less  trouble 
than  they  had  anticipated. 

Reaching  Jamesburg,  they  found  the  Eagle  House  a 
fair  hotel,  as  they  had  been  told,  and  here  they  estab¬ 
lished  themselves,  registering  as  Geo.  W.  Brown,  -on  and 
daughter. 

0,1  d  King  Brady  informed  the  landlord  that,  they  might 
remain  some  weeks,  basing  come  to  that  cold  climate  on 
account  of  Alice’s  health. 

That  night  it  snowed,  and  next  dav  everything  w  a  -  deep¬ 
ly  buried. 

After  breakfast  Old  King  Brady  walked  down  io  the 
shore  to  have  a  look  at  the  lake. 

It  was  frozen  almost  out  to  the  Manitou  group  of  i-land-, 
which  could  be  dimly  discerned  in  the  distance,  and  prob¬ 
ably  beyond,  and  as  seen  now  it  looked  like  a  vast  snow- 
clad  plain. 

The  prospect  was  discouraging  enough. 
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To  make  nn\  quick  movement  upon  the  islands  would 
on' v  he  u>  bet ray  their  intentions. 

It  -eenied  absolutely  necessary  to  lie  back  and  study  the 
situation.  J 

While  he  stood  thus,  Mr.  Huggins,  the  landlord,  came 
from  the  direction  of  t he  barn  and  joined,  him. 

“Well,  sir,”  he  said,  “the  storm  appears  to  be  over  at 
last.  Didn't  amount  to  as  much  as  1  feared  it  might.” 

“Plenty  oi  snow,  however,*’  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
“'out  that's  to  he  expected.  When  does  your  spring  open 
up  here?” 

“It's  late,"  was  the  reply.  “The  snow  usually  hangs  on 
till  the  middle  of  April,  hut  the  ice  often  breaks  up  con¬ 
siderably  before  that  time." 

“What  is  that  group  of  islands  I  see  out  there?” 

“Those  are  the  Manitous.  They  are  five  miles  out. 
You'd  hardly  think  it,  they  stand  out  so  plainly.” 

“Is  that  where  the  copper  mines  are?" 

‘‘Yes,  sir.  The  Manilou  Company  work  one  and  the 
Eagle  Islet  concern  the  other.  The  latter  company's  is 
the  biggest.  It  is  on  the  island  you  see  to  the  left.” 

“How  deep  down  are  they?” 

“Oh.  I  suppose  the  Eagle  must  be  down  over  a  thousand 
feet.  That  is  the  oldest.  I  have  no  idea  how  deep  the 
Manitou  is.  They  keep  their  affairs  very  close.” 

“I  should  greatly  like  to  inspect  those  mines.” 

“Well,  you  won’t  get  the  chance,  let  me  tell  you.  The 
Eagle  is  kept  closed  to  every  one.  Their  men  live  on  the 
island.  They  use  Rushmore,  below  here,  for  their  market 
town,  and  we  never  see  them.  The  Manitou  people  use 
Jamesburg.  The  superintendent,  Mr.  Powell,  lives  here 
with  me,  except  in  rough  weather,  when  lie  lives  up  at  the 
mine.  If  you  could  get  in  with  him  he  might  take  you 
down,  but  I  doubt  it,  for  it’s  mighty  dangerous.” 

“Do  you  happen  to  know  Mr.  Dithlow,  the  president  of 
the  Manitou  Company  ?” 

“lie  who  disappeared?  Sure.  1  know  him  well. 
Mighty  strange  about  him,  isn't  it?” 

“The  Chicago  papers  think  so,  at  all  events.” 

(\es,  I  know.  Likely  he  was  murdered  for  what  monev 
he  had  about  him.  Chicago's  got  to  be  a  tough  town. 
But,  come.  Mr.  Brown,  breakfast  is  all  ready.  Better 
come  in  and  eat  before  things  are  spoiled.” 

“How  shall  I  ever  get  next  to  that  outfit?”  thought  Old 
King  Brady,  as  he  followed  the  landlord  into  the  hotel. 
“It  would  seem  to  lie  a  ease  of  so  near  and  vet  so  far.  As 


“A  man  I  should  not  want  to  trust,"  observed  Harry. 

“1  feel  impressed  the  same  way,"  replied  the  old  de¬ 
tective,  “hut  don't  look  his  way  again.  Above  all  thing*. 
1  wish  to  avoid  attracting  attention,” 

Harry  could  scarcely  keep  back  a  smile. 

There  are  times  when  Old  King  Brady  seems  to  forget 
that  unless  lie  disguises  himself  he  cannot  fail  to  attract 
attention,  and  lie  had  not  seen  tit  to  assume  a  disguise  now. 

Breakfast  over,  Mr.  Powell  got  into  a  handsome  cutter, 
and  was  driven  out  on  the  ice,  on  his  way  to  the  mine. 

Shortly  after,  the  Bradys  and  Alice  started  out  in  their 
own  sleigh,  and  were  driven  to  Rushmore,  ten  miles  away, 
where  they  dined  at  the  hotel,  and  incidentally  made  in¬ 
quiries  about  the  Eagle  Islet  people. 

Harry  undertook  this  commission,  cultivating  the  ac¬ 
quaintance  cf  the  hotel  clerk,  while  Old  King  Brady  and 
Alice  walked  about  the  town. 

There  was  one  shop  where  Indian  curiosities  were  sold, 
and  as  Alice  saw  a  beaded  bag  in  the  window  which  she 
took  a  fancy  to,  they  went  in. 

A  half-breed  woman  waited  on  them. 

Standing  near  the  store  was  a  man,  manifestly  part  In¬ 
dian.  talking  with  a  roughly  dressed  fellow. 

“You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  there's  another  gone,  Bill?” 
Old  King  Brady  heard  the  half-breed  say. 

“That’s  what  there  is,”  replied  the  white  man.  “Tim 
McCormick's  missing  now,  just  like  the  others.  He'll  never 
be  seen  again.” 

“How  does  Air.  Harrison  take  it?” 

“He's  wild  over  it.  Says  he  is  going  to  engage  a  de¬ 
tective.” 

“He's  said  that  before,  and  he  never  did  it.” 

“He  swears  he  will  now.” 

“How  did  it  happen?” 

“Oh,  Tim  left  his  knife  in  the  winze,  and  went  back 
to  get  it,  just  as  we  were  starting  up  in  the  cage  at  quit¬ 
ting  time  last  night.  He  didn't  come  hack,  and  as  Jerry 
got  tired  of  holding  the  cage  lie  sent  me  and  old  man  Cole 
to  look  him  up,  saying  that  he  would  come  down  after  us. 
We  didn't  find  him,  and  up  to  the  time  1  left  this  morning, 
he  hadn't  been  heard  from.” 

“It's  terrible, "  said  the  half-breed  again.  “I  wouldn't 
work  in  Xo.  1  again  for  no  money.” 

“Neither  will  any  of  the  boys,  till  the  mystery  is  cleared 


T  i  |  .  T  ,  ,  ■  .  ,  up."  replied  Bill.  “Harrison  savs  no  one  shall.  He  nut 

I  look  upon  that  dreary  scene  T  can  t  help  wonder, ng  winch  some  of  thc  bovs  in  Xo.  o  an(I  s'ome  in  Xo  3.  A  {J  of 

ij  in  ore  of  a  lunatic,  the  Duke  of  Douglas  Street  or  vottrs  j 


trul  v 


CHAPTER  V. 

TITtl  MYSTERY  OF  SHAFT  XO.  1. 

At  the  breakfast  table,  where  Harry  and  Alice  joined 


him.  Old  King  Brady  had  Mr.  Isaac  Powell,  superintendent 
of  the  Manitou  Copper  Mining  Co.,  pointed  out  to  him  bv 
the  waiter. 

He  v. as  a  big,  rod-faced,  coarse-looking  man.  who  put 
nvay  a  breakfast  big  enough  for  three. 

That  he  was  quite  as  curious  about  the  Bradys  as  tliev 
v.rrv  about  him.  was  evident  from  the  glances  ho  bestowed 
upon  them 


us  were  laid  off  with  full  pay  until  ho  can  make  a  place 
for  us,  and  I  happened  to  be  one  of  them.  That’s  why  I'm 
loafing  to-day.” 

“It's  terrible,”  repeated  the  half-breed  again,  “just  ter¬ 
rible.  If  I  was  Harrison,  I'd  close  Xo.  1  altogether.  There 
ain't  no  doubt  what  it  really  is." 

“Oh,  rats!"  replied  Bill,  with  a  contemptuous  laugh. 

“You'll  never  get  Harrison  to  believe  vour  theorv.” 

.  *  « 

“It's  the  legend  of  my  people,”  said  the  Indian  proudly. 
“I  believe  it.  I  don't  care  what  you  may  think." 

Old  King  Brady  was  deeply  interested,  of  course. 

He  wanted  to  question  the  half-breed,  who  was  evidently 
tlie  storekeeper,  but  as  Bill  still  hung  about,  he  concluded 
!  to  come  in  later,  when  thc  man  was  alone. 


» 


"Pit!  vou  hear  what  those  men  said,  Alice?*'  he  asked, 
when  they  got  outside. 

"No,  1  wasn't  paying  any  attention,"  replied  Alice. 

‘AN  hat  was  it  !*" 

Old  Kins:  Bradv  told  her. 

V-  V 

"A  hat  do  you  make  out  of  it?"  she  asked. 

"  That  Bill  works  for  the  Eagle  Islet  Co.  ;  that  the  Indian 
formerly  did;  that  mysterious  disappearances  have  been 
t-thing  place  in  shaft  No.  1  ;  that  he  believes  Indian  spirits 
are  at  the  bottom  of  it.’’ 

"While  you  believe  that  it  is  the  work  of  the  seven  sev¬ 
ens,"  sait|  Alice  quickly.  ( 

"Of  course.  If  this  Harrison  is  superintendent  at  Eagle 
Diet.  and  wants  a  detective,  then  now  is  his  chance.  I 
have  a  good  mind  to  drive  over  there  right  now  and  offer 
my  services.’’ 

"It’s  not  a  bad  idea,’’  said  Alice,  “but  we  had  better 
wait  and  see  what  Harry  has  to  report.’’ 

They  saw  Harry  coming  toward  them,  as  they  started 
for  the  hotel,  and  he  quickly  joined  them. 

“Well,  what's  the  good  word?”  demanded  Old  King 

Brady. 

“The  name  of.  the  superintendent  at  Eagle  Islet  is  Har¬ 
rison.  He  is  an  Englishman.  No  outsider  is  ever  allowed 
on  the  island.” 

“Hear  anvthing  more?” 

i  o  v  >  t 

"Why,  yes.  I  got  a  wild  story  about  miners  vanishing 
mysteriously  in  one  of  the  shafts.  There  have  been  five 
of  them  who  have  disappeared  during  the  past  two  years. 
Some  of  the  workmen  believe  that  the  shaft  is  haunted 
by  Indian  spirits.  The  clerk  laughed  at  this,  but  all  the 
sanm  be  said  that  nothing  would  tempt  him  to  go  down 
in  that  mine.” 

"Indeed!  And  when  was  the  last  of  those  mysterious 
disappearances  ?” 

“About  three  months  ago.” 

"Then  your  hotel  clerk  is  not  up  to  date,  Harry,  for  let 
me  tell  you  that  only  last  night  there  was  another,”  and 
Old  King  Brady  proceeded  to  tell  of  the  conversation  lie 
had  overheard. 

“Let's  hitch  up  right  now  and  drive  out  there,”  he 

said. 

“But  they  won't  allow  us  on  the  island  !  ’ 

“Don’t  be  so  sure.  According  to  the  man  I  overheard 
talking,  Superintendent  Harrison  wants  to  engage  a  de¬ 
tective.  We  can  offer  our  services.  Does  he  live  on  the 
island  ?” 

"Yes,  with  his  family,  a  grown  son,  who  is  his  assistant, 
and  two  daughters. 

“I  believe  we  will  try  it,  and  we  will  start  right  now.” 

The  horse  was  quickly  harnessed,  and  without  mention¬ 
ing  rheir  destination  to  any  one,  Harry  drove  out  on  to 
t bp  frozen  lake,  which  lie  had  been  informed  was  perfectly 
-afr  far  beyond  the  islands  of  the  Manitou  group. 

thev  drew  near  Eagle  Islet  they  could  sec  that  exten- 
*jre  operations  were  being  carried  on  there. 

'I  .  rre  were  many  houses  on  the  island,  mostly  little  one- 
storv  cottage-*  for  the  workmen. 

There  -a-  also  a  large,  handsome  frame  dwelling,  which 
the-  judged  rnu-t  he  the  residence  of  the  superintendent. 


The  works  on  Big  Manitou  Island  were  less  extensive, 
but  of  a  similar  character. 

As  they  drew'  nearer  they  caught  sight  of  a  church  stee¬ 
ple  among  the  tree.-  on  a  smaller  island,  which  lay  very 
close  to  Eagle  Islet,  and  at  the  same  time  at  no  great  da¬ 
taller  from  Big  Manitou,  it  being  between  the  two. 

“There’s  your  church.  Governor,”  said  Harry. 

"T  see,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “but  it  is  so  hidden 
by  irees  that  I  cannot  see  whether  it  bears  any  resemblance 
to  the  Duke's  picture  or  not.” 

“I  don't  sec  the  house.”  added  Alice;  but  then  it  was 
impossible  to  see  much,  owing  to  the  thick  growth  of  spruce 
and  hemlock  with  which  the  island  was  covered. 

But  that  this  was  actually  Snake  Islet,  the  Bradys  could 
not  doubt. 

Bounding  this,  and  coining  close  up  to  Eagle  Islet,  a  man 
carrying  a  rifle  over  his  shoulder  came  out  of  one  of  the 
buildings,  which  looked  as  if  it  might  be  an  office,  and 
hurried  down  to  the  shore. 

“To  warn  us  off,”  said  Alice. 

“Evidently,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Leave  the  talk¬ 
ing  to  me.” 

As  they  drew  nearer,  the  man,  who  had  now  taken  a 
position  on  the  shore,  shouted : 

“Her,  there!  You  want  to  sheer  off’.  No  one  is  allowed 
on  this  island.” 

“I  have  business  with  Mr.  Harrison,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady. 

“What  business?  You  will  have  to  tell  it  to  me." 

“I  can  hardlv  do  that.  At  least  you  can  hand  Mr.  Jlar- 
rison  a  note  from  me.” 

Meanwhile,  Harry  had  kept  the  horse  going. 

The  man  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  roughly  or¬ 
dered  him  to  stop  where  he  was. 

“1*11  come  out  to  vou  and  get  the  note,”  he  said.  “You 
arc  nearer  now  than  is  allowed.” 

Old  King  Brady  hastily  enclosed  his  business  card  in 
an  envelope,  which  he  addressed  to  Mr.  Harrison,  having 
first  scribbled  on  the  back  of  the  card; 

“I  wish  to  sec  you  on  important  business.’’ 

Beaching  the  sleigh,  the  man  began  questioning  them 
further. 

“Look  here,”  said  Old  King  Bradv,  “it  is  useless  for  you 
to  ask  me  any  more  questions.  My  business  is  with  Mr. 
Harrison  alone.” 

“Do  you  mean  the  old  man  or  his  son?” 

“The  superintendent  of  this  mine  is  the  man  I  mean. 
Take  him  this  no<te,  without  further  talk,  if  you  arc  v  ise." 

With  a  growl  the  man  stalked  away,  saying; 

“Don't  vou  come  any  nearer,  now,  or  there'll  be  trouble. 
See?” 

“What  nonsense!”  remarked  Harry,  after  the  man  had 
got  out  of  hearing. 

“Probably  they  have  their  reasons,”  replied  Old  King 
Bradv,  “but  I  must  confess  they  might  be  a  little  mow 
judicious  in  their  selection  of  a  guard." 

The  man  was  gone  inside  the  office  only  a  minute,  ami 
when  he  come  on  the  shore  again  lie  began  paciug  up  and 
down,  without  speaking. 

“Better  ask  him  what  the  word  i.».  Governor,”  suggested 

Harry. 
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THE  BRADYS’  MYSTERIOUS  C'LEW. 


“No,"  replied  the  old  detective.  “Not  yet.  I  fancy 
Mr.  Harrison  means  to  come  out  here  and  interview  us, 
when  he  gets  good  and  ready,  and  that  fellow  isn’t  civil 
enough  to  say  so.”  .  \ 

This  proved  to  he  the  case. 

After  a  wait  of  'some  fifteen  minutes  the  office  door 
opened,  and  a  large  man,  wearing  a  heavy  bearskin  coat 
and  a  cap  to  match,  came  out  and  started  toward  the 
sleigh. 

“My  name  is  Harrison,  Mr.  Brady,”  he  said.  “What 
is  it  you  wish  to  see  me  about?” 

“f  was  told  over  at  Rushmore  that  you  were  anxious 
to  engage  a  detective,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “You 
may  possibly  hare  heard  of  me.  I  am  ready  to  help  you 
out.  if  it  lies  iu  my  power.” 

“Whoever  told  you  that?”  demanded  the  superintendent. 

“T  should  prefer  not  to  say,  further  than  that  I  hap¬ 
pened  to  overhear  one  of  your  workmen  say  so.  It  was  not 
told  me  direct.” 

“Did  vou  overhear  him  say  why?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  I  admit  that  I  did  make  that  remark.  Yes,  I 
have  heard  of  you,  but  the  trouble  is,  my  orders  are  strict 
to  admit  no  strangers  on  this  island.  I  shall  have  to  put 
the  matter  up  to  the  board  of  directors  before  I  can  em¬ 
ploy  a  detective.” 

“Said  board  being  in  Boston,  meanwhile  you  may  lose 
another  man.” 

“That’s  true  enough,  if  I  attempt  to  work  that  shaft,  but 
I  shan’t  do  it.  The  matter  is  most  mysterious.” 

“I  am  not  sure  but  that  1  can  throw  some  light  on  it, 
however.” 

“You?  How  so?” 

“That’s  part  of  my  stock  in  trade,  Mr.  Harrison.  But 
look  here.  I’ll  make  you  an  offer.  I  will  give  my  services 
and  those  of  my  partners  gratis  to  you.  No  need  to  report 
to  the  board  of  directors  unless  you  wish.” 

“It’s  a  strong  temptation,  I  will  admit,  Air.  Brady,  but 
I  must  know  more  about  you  before  I  can  consider  your 
proposition.  Whatever  brought  you  to  this  section?  It 
is  a  long  wav  out  of  vour  beat.” 

“Business.  The  Eagle  Islet  Mining  Co.  is  not  the  only 
institution  of  its  kind  which  has  been  troubled  lately  with 
mysterious  disappearances.  You  are  probably  aware  that 
your  neighbor  has  recently  lost  its  president  in  a  very 
mysterious  manner.” 

“Of  course.  Old  Dithlow.  A  good  job,  too,  the  old  rob¬ 
ber!  He  ought  to  have  disappeared  some  years  ago,  be¬ 
fore  he  swindled  poor  Joe  Nixon  out  of  that  rich  copper 
claim.  I  always  said  there  was  good  copper  on  Manitou, 
and  wanted  to  buy  the  island  when  it  could  have  been 
had  for  a  song;  but  our  old  tic-wig  directors  wouldn’t 
listen.  So  it  slipped  through  their  fingers,  and  we  have 
had  all  sorts  of  trouble  since.  But  to  get  back.  Do  you 
me, in  that  you  arc  up  here  hunting  for  Dithlow?” 

“  Precisely.” 

“But,  man.  he  disappeared  in  Chicago!  The  old  fellow 
nmer  here  but  three  times  in  his  life !” 

".hist  the  same,  we  are  here  lookiue  for  him.  and  inci- 
dentalh  there  is  no  reason  on  earth  why  we  should  not 
help  \ou  -olve  the  mystery  of  your  shaft  No.  I.” 


"Conic!  I’ll  go  you!”  said  the  superintendent,  after 
pondering  for  a  minute.  “If  you  can  solve  the  mystery 
of  shaft  No.  1  you  will  do  me  the  greatest  service  imagin¬ 
able.  You  see,  most  of  our  men  are  Frcnch-Canadians, 
and  almost  all  have  more  or  lcss  Indian  blood  in  them.  ^ 
There  used  to  be  a  legend  that  these  islands  were  haunted 
by  Indian  spirits,  who  carried  people  off — see?  Their 
name,  taken  collectivelv,  is  the  Manitou  Islands.  That 
means  spirit,  or  charm,  or  something  of  that  sort.  No.  1 
is  our  richest  shaft.  It  will  be  simply  out  of  the  question 
to  trv  to  work  it  till  this  mystery  is  solved.” 

“We’ll  solve  it  for  vou,  or  know  the  reason  whv,”  said 

*■7  *7 

the  old  detective  emphatically.  “Shall  we  come  ashore 
right  now?” 

“Yes;  but  please  keep  to  yourselves  as  much  as  possible. 

There  are  those  here  who  will  not  hesitate  to  report  your 
coming  to  the  board  of  directors.” 

“Let  me  suggest,  Mr.  Harrison,  that  you  introduce  us 
as  your  personal  friends.” 

“I  was  thinking  of  the  same  thing.  You  come  to  ray 
house,  and  that  shall  he  clone.  Drive  on,  young  man.  I 
will  follow  you  there.  By  the  way,  if  you  happen  to  run 
up  against  my  son.  don’t  pay  any  attention  to  his  manner, 
but  just  say  you  are  my  friends.” 

This  was  said  with,  a  troubled  air,  which  made  it  plain 
enough  to  the  Bradys  and  Alice  that  perfect  harmony  did  «« 
not  prevail  in  the  house  of  Harrison. 


CHAPTER  YI. 

MORE  MYSTERY  ON  SNAKE  ISLET. 

Mr.  Harrison  kept  close  alongside  the  sleigh  until  it 
reached  the  shore,  where  he  said  carelessly  to  the  man 
with  the  rifle: 

“These  are  friends  of  mine.  While  they  remain  on  the  * 
island  they  are  to  go  and  come  as  they  please.” 

No  answer  was  made  to  this,  and  obeying  a  sign  from 
the  superintendent,  Harry  drove  in  the  direction  of  the 
big  house,  while  Mr.  Harrison  walked  hurriedly  to  the 
office. 

As  they  drew  near  the  house  the  front  door  opened  and 
a  man  of  about  thirty,  wearing  high  knee-boots  and  a  mon-  • 
key  jacket,  came  out. 

He  stared  in  manifest  surprise  at  the  sleigh,  and  then  & 
shouted : 

“Hey,  there  !  Where  in  the  mischief  are  you  going?” 

“You  are  Mr.  Harrison’s  son?”  inquired  Old  Kin*  Bradv 
blandly. 

“Yes,  I  am.  Who  are  you?” 

“We  are  friends  of  your  father’s.  He  will  be  here  in  a 
minute.” 

“He  is  coming  now,”  added  Harry,  looking  around. 

"It’s  all  right.  Will!”  shouted  the  superintendent,  ns  he 
came  hurrying  up. 

“No,  it  isn’t  all  right,  either!”  growled  the  son.  “You 
know  the  rules,  as  well  as  I  do.  You'll  get  the  bounce, 
first  thing  you  know;  Ihen  we  shall  all  be  in  the  soup.” 

“Silence!”  thundered  Mr.  Harrison.  “I  mav  not  be 
master  in  my  own  bouse,  but  T  am  superintendent  of  the 
Eagle  Diet  Co.,  and  what  T  say  goes  till  T  do  get  the  bounce, 
at  all  events.” 


'*'unwr  man  glared,  and  stalked  off  toward  the 
offWv  in  silence. 

I  mssUenug  the  circumstances.  Mr,  Harrison  handled 

.  himself  very  well. 

H'-  i  led  a  man,  t d  w  hom  Harry  gave  up  the  horse,  and 

,  thru  inhered  the  Brady?,  and  Alice  into  a  neatly  furnished 
par.  '*-,  making  no  allusion  to  the  disagreeable  incident. 

' ^  hit  names  shall  1  introduce  you  uuder ?”  he  asked. 
**  Brown,  son  and  daughter,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

*1  am  a  widower,*’  added  Mr.  Harrison.  “I  live  here 
"•?h  mv  son  and  two  daughters,  to  whom  I  will  now  intro- 
dnoe  you.” 

’I  he  young  women  w  ere  summoned,  and  duly  introduced. 

Both  were  civil  enough,  particularly  Maud,  the  eldest, 
w  ho  appeared  to  he  about  twenty-three.  Susie,  the  vOung- 

•  >t.  who  was  a  very  pretty  girl,  had  but  little  to  say. 

Maud  showed  them  to  their  rooms.  Old  King  Bradv  and 
Harry  being  assigned  to  one  in  common. 

.  “Xow.  children,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “as  I  have  an 
important  matter  to  discuss  with  Air.  Harrison.  I  will  leave 
you  for  a  while.” 

“We  will  take  good  care  of  them,”  said  Maud,  and  Air. 
Harrison  and  Old  King  Brady  went  downstairs  to  the 
sitting-room,  where  they  had  a  long  and  earnest  talk. 

Old  King  Brady  told  the  superintendent  all  that  had 

%  occurred  in  the  Dithlow  case,  dwelling  particularly  on  the 
Duke  of  Douglas  Street. 

Air.  Harrison  seemed  greatly  perplexed. 

I  “That  man  has  been  seen  around  here.  Mr.  Brady,”  he 
.-aid.  "lor  the  past  two  years  he  has  speut  his  summers 
at  Janiesburg.  Several  times  T  have  seen  him  in  a  sailboat 
at  night,  and  twice  he  lias  tried  to  land  on  this  island,  and 
we  have  had  to  warn  him  off.  His  name  is  Lawrence. 
He  claims  to  be  an  artist.  If  you  had  inquired  about  him 
at  the  hotel  you  would  have  found  that  they  know  him 
well.” 

“Did  you  ever  speak  with  him?”  inquired  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  .  ''  ...  . 

*  “Xo,  I  never  have.  I  understand  he  seldom  speaks  to 
any  one.  I  have  been  told  that  he  has  been  in  the  habit 
of  spending  his  summers  here  for  several  years.  He  is 
considered  a  harmless  lunatic  by  all  who  know  him.  but 
when  here  lie  does  not  dress  in  the  manner  you  describe.” 

“About  this  church  and  house  on  Snake  Islet.  Are 
there  seven  sevens  over  the  door  of  the  latter,  as  I  de¬ 
scribe?” 

%  “Xo.  There  is,  however,  a  peculiar  ornament  on  the 
dcor  cornice,  which  is  of  stone;  it  certainly  does  bear  some 
rc-e -rMance  to  the  figure  seven.  I  never  counted  them,  but 
it  wouldn't  surprise  me  if  it  was  seven  times  repeated.” 

**\Vr  must  visit  the  place.” 

"You  will  find  it  difficult.  It  is  not  allowed.  1  am  on 
b,.d  term-  with  Mr.  Powell,  the  superintendent.  I  find  him 
n  maoheroue,  overbearing  fellow,  who  has  never  lost  an 

#  :  ni’  to  hir^*  away  my  men  and  to  injure  me  in  any 
wa  b*  can.  Only  last  summer  we  had  an  explosion  on  a 
Mna  '.mamer  on  which  we  n  o]  to  ship  orm  It  sent  it  to 

*  th  <  «■*;/•, i  of  the  lake  with  a  mO«t  valuable  eargo.  Pri- 

\  always  -ij.pertrd  Powell  >f  being  at  the  bot¬ 

tom  of  jt. 

;  'p  '  *i  ire  not  e  en  on  sp'-iking  terms?” 


“That's  it.  and — well,  )  suppose  I  niusl  touch  on  family 
matters — my  youngest  daughter.  Susie,  at  one  time  re¬ 
ceived  attentions  from  Powell's  .-on,  a  dissipated,  worthless 
fellow.  I  ordered  her  to  break  with  him,  and  she  did  so. 
It  has  made  all  sorts  of  trouble,  especially  between  me  and 
my  son,  who  persists  in  keeping  up  an  acquaintance  with 
Joe  Powell,  and  sides  with  his  sister  against  me.” 

“That  is  unfortunate.” 

“Very,”  replied  the  superintendent.  “We  are  not  a 
happy  household.  I'm  sorry  to  say,”  ' 

“  Does  Miss  Susie  ever  meet  voting  Powell?”  asked  Old 

v  O 

King  Bradv. 

O  V 

“Xot  since  the  friendship  was  broken  off,  to  my  knowl¬ 
edge.” 

“Mow  long  ago  was  that?” 

“Two  years;  but  do  you  know,  sometimes  1  have  had  my 
doubts.  But  all  this  can  have  nothing  to  do  with  our  twin 
mysteries;  your  seven  sevens  and  my  shaft  No.l.” 

“Don’t  be  too  sure  of  that.  I  am  very,  glad  you  told 
me.  Xow,  as  for  our  visit  to  Snake  Islet,  it  must  be  mark, 
and  that  secretly.  Aly  partners  and  I  will  undertake  it  to¬ 
night.  Do  they  keep  a  guard  there?” 

“Xot  that  I  am  aware  of.  The  island  is  used  only  as  a 
winter  ore  dump.  1  don’t  know  why  they  should.  But 
tell  me,  Air.  Bradv  have  vou  formed  anv  theory  in  this 
matter?” 

“Frankly,  I  have.” 

“And  what  is  it,  may  I  ask?” 

“First  let  me  ask  you  how  far  under- the  lake  do  your 
drifts  run?” 

“Our  claim  extends  to  Snake  Islet,  where  it  adjoins  that 
of  the  Alanitou  people.  That,  I  should  say,  is  about  four 
thousand  feet.  I  can't  be  exact  without  consulting  the 
survey.  We  have  drifted  in  on  that  line  about  five  thousand 
feet.” 

“From  Xo.  1?” 

“Yes.  The  drifts  of  shafts  Xos.  2  and  3  run  in  the  oppo¬ 
site  direction.” 

“You  arc  both  on  the  same  ore  vein?” 

“Undoubtedly.  As  I  said  before,  it  was  a  terrible  blun¬ 
der  on  the  part  of  our  people  not  buying  those  islands.” 

“Well,  if  you  want  my  theory,  Air.  Harrison,  your  friend 
Powell  is  working  on  your  lead  privately,  and  for  his  own 
benefit.” 

Mr.  Harrison  started. 

“Can  it  be  possible?”  he  exclaimed. 

“Did  the  thought  never  occur  to  you?” 

“Never;  and  yet  it  is  possible,  of  course.” 

“These  men  who  have  mysteriously  vanished,  were  they 
all  good  workmen  ?” 

“Each  one  was  the  "very  best  in  his  particular  line.  This 
man  McCormick  was  the  best  drillman  I  had.  I  wouldn’t 
have  lost/ his  services  for  anything.” 

“Can  wo  go  down  in  shaft  Xo.  1  ?” 

“  You  must,  of  course;  but  l  don’t  know  hoy  I  am  going 
to  arrange  it.  The  thing  is  strictly  forbidden,  and  although 
I  hate  to  say  it.  or  even  think  it,  I  believe  my  son  would 
report  me  to  the  company  if  1  broke  the  rule.” 

“Could  it  not  he  done  secretly?  Could  you  not  work 
the  machinery  which  operates  the  cage  \0UT-elf?” 

“I  would  not  trust  mtpelf  to  do  it.  but  I  will  ha\e  a 


private  talk  with  one  of  the  men  whom  1  feel  that  I  can 
trust. 

“1  must  see  the  place  where  McCormick  vanished,  that 
is  certain,  ami  I  would  like  to  do  it  before  l  go  to  Snake 
Clot.*’ 

*’ 1  w  ill  sec  what  can  be  done,  and  let  you  know  "after 
supper.” 

“Will  you  go  to  Snake  Islet  with  us!'” 

“No.  I  prefer  not  to.  It  might  spoil  all  if  I  was  to  be 
seen  by  any  of  Powell's  people.  What  we  want  is  a  com¬ 
plete  exposure  of  this  plot,  whatever  it  is.  That  is  the 
oniv  thing  which  will  save  me.  I  am  not  strong  with  the 
company.  Mr.  Brady.  My  son  has  done  all  he  could  to 
undermine  me  and  secure  my  position,  I  feel  well  assured, 
much  as  I  dislike  to  say  it.” 

The  conference  ended  here. 

Old  King  Brady  remained  in  his  room  until  the  supper 
bell  rang. 


Meanwhile,  Harry  and  Alice  made  themselves  agreeable 
to  the  two  girls,  with  whom  they  got  on  very  well. 

Alice  is  an  accomplished  performer  on  the  piano,  as 
w  ell  as- the  possessor  of  a  beautiful  voice,  in  which  Harry 
joins. her,  and  much  of  the  time  was  devoted  to  music. 

Just  before  supper  Will  Harrrison  came  into  the  parlor. 

He  was  fairly  civil  now,  and  paid  some  attention  to  Alice, 
but  almost  completely  ignored  Harry. 

At  the  supper  table  none  of  the  three  spoke  a  word  to 
their  father. 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  their  family  relations  were  ter¬ 
ribly  strained. 

Directly  after  supper  Will  left  the  house,  and  the  two 
girls  vanished. 

I'l» is  gave  Mr.  Harrison  his  opportunity,  and  he  informed 
Old  King  Brady  that  it  would  be  quite  impossible  to  do 
anything  that  night  in  the  matter  of  the  visit  to  shaft 
Xo.  1,  but  that  he  hoped  to  arrange  it  on  the  following 
night. 

'Aery  well.”  said  the  old  detective.  “We  will  remain 
ciurtly  here  through  to-morrow.” 

“AMd  don't  tell  me  a  thing,  nor  appear  lo  be  in, the 
lea-t  curious  about  the  mines,”  added  Mr.  Harrison.  “Will 
is  surely  watching  every  move  you  make.  If  you  do  ven- 
luie  over  to  Snake  Islet  to-night,  observe  the  greatest  care. 
J  have  locked  the  side  door,  and  here  is  the  key.  That 
door  laces  liio  islet.  The  crust  of  the  snow  is  so  hard 
that  you  ought  to  he  able  lo  make  the  trip  without  leaving 
a  trail.  Remember,  we  have  a  night  watchman  at  the 
wine,  and  Will,  who  acts  as  assistant  superintendent,  is 
often  there  until  nil  hours.  Don’t  think  of  leaving  the 
house  until  after  you  hear  him  conic  in  and  go  to  bed.  His 
room  is  next  to  yours,  Mr.  Brady.” 

I  ooy  remained  talking  until  nine  o'clock,  when  the 
T’radv?  and  Alice  retired  to  the  room  of  the  former  to  have 
a  little  conference  before  going  to  lied. 

“I  suppose  you  intend  going  over  to  Snake  Islet  to¬ 
night  ?’  a«kcd  Harry. 


I  certainly  do,  replied  the  old  detective,  “and  one  of 
u<  must  remain  on  the  watch  for  young  Harrison's  return. 
What  do  you  think  of  the  girls,  ,\iiee?” 

“it  is  hard  lo  say,”  replied  Alice.  “Thev  were  civil 


enough,  as  far  as  that  went,  but  they  are  certainly  very 
curious  to  know  why  we  are  here.” 

“Did  they  ask  you  any  direct  questions?” 

”\o;  but  Susie,  the  youngest,  kept  hinting  at  it.  0£ 
course,  wc  could  only  turn  it  off  ns  best  wc  could.  I  -up¬ 
per  c  I  am  not  to  go  lo  Snake  Islet  with  you?” 

“Xot  to  he  thought  of,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  so 
phatically  that  Alice  said  no  more,  and  soon  afterward 
retired. 

Old  King  Bradv  now  laid  down  on  the  outside  of  the 
bed,  and  slept  until  one  o'clock,  when  Harry  aroused  him. 

“Will  is  in,”  lie  sak],  “and  his  light  has  been  out  for 
half  an  hour.  I  think  it  is  about  time  for  us  to  got  on  the 
move.” 

“Right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  haven't  heard 
anything  of  Alice,  I  suppose?” 

“Xo.  Before  Will  came  in  the  house  had  been  perfectly 
quiet  for  a  long  time.  From  the  way  he  came  upstairs,  I 
am  pretty  sure  he  was  full.” 

“Well,  we’ll  start,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  and  a  few 
moments  later  they  quietly  left  the  house  by  the  side  door. 

It  was  a  lovelv  night,  and  not  nearlv  as  cold  as  it  had 
been  for  some  days  previous. 

The  crescent  moon  was  just  setting  in  the  western  sky. 

The  house  stood  on  a  point,  but  a  little  way  back  from 
the  lake,  and  at  the  foot  of  a  slight  rise  was  the  frozen 
channel  which  separated  the  two  islets. 

The  Bradys  made  all  haste  to  get  to  the  foot  of  the  hill, 
where  they  would  be  safe  from  observation  by  any  one  who 
might  chance  to  be  on  the  watch  at  the  buildings  con- 
nected  with  the  mine,  which  were  on  lower  ground. 

They  now  struck  off  across  the  channel,  and  were  soon 
at  Snake  Islet. 

Here  the  snow  was  not  so  hard,  and  they  quickly  dis¬ 
covered  a  trail. 

“Why,  look!”  said  Harry.  “Some  one  appears  to  have 
but  just  passed  this  way !” 

“That's  so,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “and  there  were, 
two  women  with  them.” 

“There  certaiuly  were.  How  many  sets  of  footprint-  do 
you  make  it,  Governor?” 

“Five,  including  the  women.  1  don't  like  this.” 

“Surely  it  couldn’t  he  that  Alice  was  one  of  them?” 

“Look  at  those  footprints  closely,  Harry.  We  know  hers 
well.  One  set  of  these  certainly  looks  remarkably  like 
them.” 

“They  do,  indeed!  What, can  it  mean?" 

“  Let  us  push  ahead.  Yl  e  shall  never  solve  the  problem 
by  standing  here.” 

I  ncy  followed  the  footprints  among  the  spruce  and  hem¬ 
lock  trees,  and  presently  came  out  at  the  half  ruined  old 
church. 

It  was  precisely  like  the  picture  they  had  seen  in  the 
left  eye  of  the  skull. 

Beyond  the  church  was  the  house. 

It  was  built  of  stone,  in  the  Gothic  style  of  church 
architecture,  and  a  bright  liedit  shone  through  one  oi  the 
narrow  stained-glass  windows. 

1  lie  trail  led  directly  to  the  door,  above  which  was  a 
carved  stone  cornice,  and  there,  sure  cuough.  were  sown 
distinct  hits  of  ornamentation,  which,  although  evidently 
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« 
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not  intended  a*  such,  did  bear  a  strong  resemblance  to 
ceven  sevens. 

And  now,  as  the  Brad  vs  stood  there,  taking  in  all  this, 
and  thinking  vi  their  mysterious  clew,  they  suddenly  heard 
a  woman  scream  within  the  house,  while  at  the  same 
msiun:  the  door  was  thrown  back  and  light  streamed  forth. 

As  the  door  >wung  open  the  Bradys  saw  Alice  in  the 
hands  of  a  white-rebec!  band  in  the  hall. 

A  metal  cylinder,  strung  on  a  wire,  swung  out,  touched 
Old  King  Brady,  and  ho  fell  unconscious  at  Harry's  feet. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

A  BAD  MISTAKE  FOR  ALICE. 

What  had  happened  to  Alice? 

How  came  she  on  Snake  Islet,  in  the  early  morning, 
when,  as  the  Bradys  supposed,  she  was  peacefully  sleeping 

in  her  bod? 

This  must  now  be  shown. 

Alice,  feeling  that  her  services  were  not  likely  to  be 
needed,  retired  as  soon  as  she  entered  her  room. 

It  was  not  long  before  she  fell  asleep,  and  the  next  she 
knew  she  was  suddenly  awakened  by  a  cold  hand  which 
was  laid  upon  her  forehead. 

Alice  was  terribly  startled,  and  she  sat  up  in  bed  on  the 

*  instant. 

The  moon,  shining  in  through  the  window,  made  the 
room  almost  as  light  as  day. 

By  her  bedside  stood  a  tall  Indian  squaw,  with  a  hide¬ 
ously  uglv  facb.  and  in  her  hand  she  held  a  revolver. 

“Get  up,*’  she  growled.  “Get  up  and  dress  yourself.  My 
orders  are  to  shoot  you  if  you  ctv  out  or  make  any  fuss!” 

“Whose  orders?”  demanded  xVlice,  striving  to  he  calm. 

Instead  of  replying,  the  woman  backed  away  a  little  and 

-  gave  a  low  crv. 

Alice  now  perceived  that  the  lower  sash  of  the  window 
was  open,  instead  of  the  upper,  which  she  had  left  open 
for  ventilation  when  she  retired. 

As  the  woman  uttered  the  cry  a  masked  form  suddenly 
showed  its  head  at  the  open  window. 

The  face  was  entirely  covered,  except  for  eyeholes,  with 
white  cloth  which  descended  from  a  sharp  point  raised  high 
above  the  forehead. 

a  This  gave  the  head  a  pyramidal  appearance,  and  in  the 
apex  of  the  pyramid  was  the  figure  ?. 

It  was  precisely  such  a  form  as  Alice  had  seen  in  the 

*  right  eve  of  the  skull  of  the  Duke's  mysterious  clew. 

“T  am  one  of  those  who  issued  that  order,”  said  the 
masked  person  in  a  low,  thrilling  voice.  “You  will  do  well 

obev,  voting  woman.  \\  hat  old  Mollie  says  is  true. 
W'n  respect  your  privacy.  We  have  brought  this  woman 
to  p.'-i-t  in  your  capture,  but  if  you  make  us  any  trouble 
you  will  quickly  find  me  and  two  more  like  me  in  your 
room.” 

‘•I  certainly  don’t  want  that,”  replied  Alice,  striving  to 
be  calm.  “I’fl  dress  a3  quickly  as  I  can.” 

Thereupon,  the  masked  man  ducked  down  out  of  sight. 

Meanwhile,  the  squaw  stood  like  a  statue,  keeping  Alice 
covered  with  the  revolver. 

*'\V?.e:c  ar^  ibev  taking  me?  ’  aaked  Alice,  as  she  got  out 


“Another  word,  and  I  fire!"  the  squaw  hissed.  “You 
have  had  your  orders.  Obey!” 

This  seemed  final. 

Alice  dressed  as  best  site  could ;  then,  putting  on  her 
hat  and  a  heavy  cloak  which  she  had  provided  for  her  cold 
trip,  she  was  ready. 

The  squaw  backed  to  the  window. 

“She's  all  ready,”  she  said,  without  removing  her  eyes 
from  Alice. 

Immediately  the  masked  man  bobbed  up  again. 

“Listen,”  he  said.  “Outside  this  window  is  a  ladder, 
which  >’ou  will  descend  with  as  little  noise  as  possible.” 

Alice  went  to  the  window,  Mollie  falling  in  behind  her. 

The  ladder  was  there,  and  at  its  foot  stood  three  of  the 
same  white-robed  figures. 

Their  singular  gowns  reached  almost  to  their  feet. 

As  Alice  came  down  the  ladder  they  closed  in  about  her 
and  one,  drawing  a  revolver,  held  her  covered. 

Mollie  then  c-ame  out  and,  carefully  closing  the  window, 
descended  the  ladder,  which  she  picked  up  and  carried 
away. 

The  masks  did  not  await  her  return,  but  hurried  Alice 
around  the  house  and  down  on  to  the  ice-bound  channel, 
where  they  started  off  in  the  direction  of  Snake  Islet. 

Before  they  had  gone  far  Mollie  joined  them. 

Reaching  the  islet  they  hurried  Alice  to  the  house  where 
the  Bradys  afterward  saw  her,  and  the  time  of  her  arrival 
was  blit  a  few  minutes  before  the  coming  of  the  detectives. 

Here  one  of  the  masks  rapped  seven  times  on  the  door, 
which  was  instantly  opened  by  an  exactly  similar  figure, 
and  Alice  was  led  into  a  long  hall  and  then  into  an  un¬ 
furnished  room  where  a  lighted  lantern  stood  on  the  floor, 
Mollie  still  following  her. 

“Where  is  he?”  asked  the  mask,  who  had  done  the  talk¬ 
ing.  .  * 

“He  hasn’t  come  up  yet,”  replied  the  one  who  had  ad¬ 
mitted  them. 

He  looked  hard  at  Alice  and  then  picking  up  the  lantern 
flashed  it  in  her  face. 

“Holy  smoke!”  he  cried,  “this  isn’t  Susie  Harrison,  you 
stupid  idiots!  You’ve  got  the  wrong  girl!” 

“We  got  her  out  of  the  room  he  told  us,  then !”  retorted 
the  spokesman. 

“Don't  you  know  Susie  Harrison  by  sight?” 

.  “Well,  I  s’pose  I've  seen  her.  hut  I  never  took  no  special 
notice  of  her.  Is  this  the  sister,  then?” 

“Sure  not.  Who  are  you,  miss?” 

“Just  a  visitor  at  Air.  Harrison’s,”  replied  Alice,  quietly. 
“If  I’m  not  the  girl  you  want,  suppose  you  let  me  go  about 
my  business?” 

“That  won't  do  neither,”  growled  the  spokesman. 
“Blamed  if  1  know  what  to  do.’’ 

Meanwhile,  the  squaw  had  passed  into  another 'room 
and  disappeared. 

The  masks  stared  at  each  other  and  then  stepped  hack 
and  began  talking  in  whispers. 

Alice  thought  she  saw  her  chance. 

They  had  not  secured  the  outer  door — she  pat  tieularly 
noticed  that. 

Suddenly  site  made  a  dart  ottl  into  the  hall. 

"VT  t 

Ao  use ! 


The  white-robed  figure-  were  upon  her  like  a  flash,  and 
this  \va*  the  time  she  screamed. 

‘Siiiiu1  one  is  out  there.  I  heard  them  !"  cried  one  of 
the  masks  as  the  others  closed  about  Alice. 

Me  filing  open  the  door  and  she  saw  the  Bradys. 

’Then  the  scent  described  at  the  end  of  the  last  chapter 
occurred.  > 

The  swinging  cylinder  was  controlled  by  a  handle  which 
on.1  of  the  masks  pulled  and  as  Old  King  Brady  fell  the 
door  was  instantly  closed  and  Alice  was  dragged  back  into 
the  .room. 

They  hurried  her  on  through  to  another,  where  there  was 
an  open  trap-door  in  the  floor. 

“Who  were  those  two  men,  friends  of  yours?"  one  de¬ 
manded. 

“Nothing  to  say,"  retorted  Alice.  “Do  your  work  and 
don't  bother  me  with  your  talk.” 

“1  reckon  you'll  be  bothered  enough  before  we  get 
through  with  you,  young  woman,”  snarled  the  spokesman. 
“Climb  down  that  ladder  now.” 

One  of  the  masks  had  already  gone  down  the  ladder  and 
Alice  found  him  waiting  for  her  at  the  entrance  to  a  nar¬ 
row  passage,  revolver  in  hand. 

The  others  quickly  following,  the  trap-door  was  closed. 

Meanwhile,  Harry  had  his  hands  full  with  Old  King 
Brady,  on  the  outside. 

The  old  detective  lay  quite  unconscious. 

Feeling  that  they  were  liable  to  be  attacked  at  any  mo¬ 
ment,  Young  King  Brady  tried  to  carry  him  to  some  safer 
place. 

It  proved  too  much  for  his  strength,  however,  so  he  could 
do  no  more  than  to  draw  his  revolver  and  stand  over  him, 
waiting  for  him  to  revive. 

Fully  ten  minutes  passed  before  this  happened,  but  long 
as  the  wait  seemed,  Harry  was  sure  he  would  come  back  to 
himself,  for  after  the  first  few  moments  he  began  breathing 
naturally. 

At  last  he  opened  his  eyes. 

“An  electric  shock,”  he  muttered. 

“I  supposed  so,”  replied  Harrv,  striving  to  appear  calm. 

“Alice!” 

“I  could  not  leave  you,  governor.  I  just  stopped  right 
here.” 

“Anybody  come?” 

“Xo.  I  have  neither  seen  nor  heard  any  one,  but  I  think 
some  one  is  coming  now.  1  hear  footsteps  on  the  crust  of 
the  snow.” 

“Help  me  up.  I'm  weak  and  dizzy,  but  1  shall  soon  be 
all  right.” 

He  swaved  some  as  Harrv  lifted  him  to  his  feet  and  had 
^  • 

to  steady  himself  by  taking  hold  of  a  tree. 

“See  who  that  is.”  he  breathed.  “There  on  the  left.” 

Harry  was  about  to  advance  among  the  trees  when  a 
young  man  of  rather  slight  build  and  not  unprepossessing 
appearance  stepped  into  view. 

“Who  are  you?”  lie  demanded,  gruffly.  “What  are  vou 
doing  on  this  island?  Did  yon  come  here  to  steal  ore.  or 
are  you  spies  of  the  Fugle  Islet  hunch — which?" 

“Neither."  replied  Harrv,  quietly.  “We  are  simply 
friends  of  Mr.  Harrison.  Wo  are  here  to  re-cue  rnv  siuor, 
who  ha-  just  been  abducted  from  his  house.” 

“What's  that?” 


“I  think  you  heard.  My  name  [»  Brown.  May  I  ad; 

yours?” 

For  an  instant  the  young  man  hesitated,  and  then  he  re¬ 
plied  that  his  name  was  Powell. 

“Son  of  Mr.  Powell,  the  superintendent  of  the  Manitou 
Mine,  probably.”  ' ’J3| 

“Yes.  What's  this  yarn  you  are  giving  me?  What's  the 
matter  with  the  old  man?  He  looks  as  white  as  a  sheet.” 

“  I  have  had  an  electric  shock,  young  man,”  replied  Old  | 
King  Brady,  slowly.  “1  do  not  know  how  much  or  how 
little  vou  rnav  know  of  this  business,  so  for  your  informa- 
tion  I  will  tell  you  that  the  door  of  this  house  was  flung 
open  a  few  moments  ago  and  we  saw  my  daughter  strug¬ 
gling  with  four  white-robed  forms,  each  with  the  figure 
seven  over  his  head.  Then  a  metal  cylinder  swung  out  and 
struck  me  and  1  received  a  shock  which  floored  me.  I  want 
my  daughter,  sir,  and  1  want  her  quick.” 

“'What  weird  story  is  this?”  Hashed  young  Powell.  “1 
believe  you  are  simply  spies.  I - -” 

“Wait!”  flashed  Old  King  Brady,  and  drawing  himself 
up  to  his  full  height,  he  pulled  out  his  revolver  and  covered 
the  man,  Harry  instantly  following  his  example. 

“Open  that  door.  Mr.  Powell!”  he  sternly  ordered. 
“'Open  it.  quick!” 

“  You  talk  as  if  you  had  rights  here,''  growled  the  fellow. 

“I  advise  you  to  have  a  care.  1  can  make  things  hot  for 
you.”  M 

“Open  the  door!” 

The  old  detective  thundered  the  command. 

Powell,  who  looked  decidedly  frightened,  produced  a  key  k 
and  hastily  unlocked  the  door. 

“The  building  is  vacant,”  he  said.  “It  has  been  aban¬ 
doned  for  years.  Perhaps  you  can  find  your  daughter  in¬ 
side.  You  may  go  through  it  for  all  me.” 

“After  you,  sir.”  retorted  the  old  detective,  frigidly, 
and  Powell  walked  in. 

“Flashlight,  Harry,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  who  ap-  * 
peared  to  be  quite  himself  again. 

They  passed  through  four  rooms  on  the  lower  floor,  all 
of  which  were  dusty  and  unfurnished. 

The  trap-door  through  which  Alice  had  descended  the 
Bradys  failed  to  perceive. 

“You  can  see  for  yourselves  that  it  is  all  nonsense.” 
growled  Powell.  “Where  are  your  white-robed  figures? 
Where  i?  your  metal  cylinder?” 

“What  brought  you  here  at  this  hour  of  the  night,  voung 
man?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

-It's  none  of  your  business,  but.  all  the  same,  I  will  an¬ 
swer.  I  begin  my  day  at  3  a.  in.,  which  is  now  the  time, 

I  am  here  to  inspect  certain  ore  which  is  stored  in  the  old 
church.” 

“A  likelv  story.  Go  on  upstairs.” 

lie  obeyed,  sulkily. 

Here  were  six  small  rooms,  all  unfurnished. 

The- plaster  had  fallen  in  two  of  them  and  through  the 
laths  the  Bradys  could  see  holes  in  the  roof  overhead.  *■ 

Now.  all  this  time  Old  King  Brady  wa-  debating  whether  < 
or  no  he  should  declare  himself  a  detective  and  arrest  ih,s 

Ho  decided  against  it.  principally  on  Mr.  Harrison'*  ac¬ 
count. 

Bc-ide • .  he  lV!t  that  prMv.Mv  iheiv  ohmoo*  of  r>'*ouinff  * 


4* 


# 


«% 


« 


« 


« 


* 


% 


» 


% 


A'.ue  or,  i  V  better  if  they  allowed  Powell  to  remain  in 
fancied  security  for  a  time. 

I  Wending  the  stairs  now  he  said,  quietly: 

“Mr.  Powell,  my  son's  story  is  the  truth.  1  am  going 
hack  to  Mr.  Harrison's  now.  If  you  are  anyway  con¬ 
cerned  in  this  affair  l  warn  you  to  look  for  the  worst.  My 
da ..j.  vter  is  very  dear  to  me." 

"1  know  nothing  of  your  daughter,’’  snarled  Powell, 
"a?  ’  1  advise  you  to  beware  how  you  venture  on  Snake 
Islet  again.’’ 

Did  King  Brady  did  not  trust  himself  to  reply. 

“tome,  Harry."  he  simply  said,  and  they  walked  away. 

"It  seems  terrible  to  go  this  way,  leaving  Alive  behind 
ns,"  -aid  Harry.  “Can  nothing  be  done?” 

“Certainly,  Lmt  not  now.” 

."Do  you  think  he  suspects  we  are  detectives?” 

“Unless  we  have  been  betrayed  by  the  Duke  in  some  way 
1  can  imagine  no  reason  why  he  should.” 

“Why  not  declare  ourselves  and  arrest  him?” 

“I  cannot  -ee  it  to  be  the  best  way,  Harry,  so  drop  it, 
please.”  ,• 

They  crossed  the  channel  and  went  back  to  the  house, 
around  which  Old  King  Brady  led  the  way. 

Xow.  Alice's  room  was  located  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  hall  from  the  one  the  Bradys  occupied,  and  at  the  other 
end. 

Old  King  Brady  was  easily  able  to  pick  out  its  window, 

and  here  he  found  the  mark  of  the  ladder  in  the  snow. 

\ 

“You  see.”  he  said,  “they  took  her  out  by  the  window. 

I  believe  it  is  all  a  mistake.”  r 

“A  mistake!  What  can  you  mean?”  demanded  Harry. 

“  I  believe  that  fellow  is  at  the  bottom  of  it  and  that  it 
was  Susie  Harrison  he  meant  to  get.” 

There  was  a  thick  growth  of  trees  just  behind  the  house, 
and  a?  the  Bradys  stood,  now,  they  were  facing  it. 

Suddenly  a  man  passed  from  the  shadow’  of  one  tree  to 
another. 

Both  distinctly  saw  him  and  instantly  both  recognized 
the  Duke  of  Douglas  street! 

CHAPTER  till. 

ALICE  AND  THE  INDIAN  SQUAW. 

Alice  was  hurried  through  the  passage  which  appeared  to 
have  been  lmvvn  out  of  the  solid  rock. 

On  both  sides,  as  they  passed  along,  she  could  see  the  j 
reddish  flash  of  copper. 

The  passage  appeared  to  have  been  cut  through  a  solid 
vein  of  this  valuable  metal. 

At  length  . they  came  up  against  an  iron  door  to  which 
was  attached  an  electric  bell. 

This  o t.c  of  the  masks  pressed  and  the  bell  buzzed  behind 
the  door.  • 

They  waited. 

u \Ye!ll  oex  the  mischief,”  remarked  the  spokesman,  nerv- 

ou-ly. 

■•That'  right,”  replied  another.  “He'll  be  awful  mad, 
h,x  mler  r he  .  ircumstances  1  don't  know  what  else  we 
eouid  do  but  to  bring  the  girl  down.” 

v ) i i  r  ;)f.  footstens  were  heard  and  the  door  was 
i  '„  r  ,  <\  f  V  VO  ng  Powell. 

}j  .  .  ■  #-?«rk  a3  his  eyes  rested  upon  Alice. 


“You  stupid  idiots!"  he  shouted.  “This  isn't  the  girl 
von  were  sent  after.  Who  is  she,  anvwav?  What  does  all 
this  mean?” 

“It  means  a  mistake,  Mr.  Joe.”  answered  the  spokesman. 
“We  took  this  girl  from  the  room  you  pointed  out  to  ns, 
supposing  her  to  he  the  one  you  wanted.  We  were  followed 
by  two  men.  Had  to  knock  one  of  ’em  out  with  the  battery. 
As  we  couldn’t  stay  there  and  didn't  know  what  else  to  do, 
why,  we  brought  the  girl  down  here.” 

Joe  Powell  scarcely  waited  for  this  sentence  to  be  fin¬ 
ished  when  he  broke  out  into  a  torrent  of  foul  abuse. 

It  seemed  a  little  too  much  for  Alice. 

“Look  here,  sir,”  she  cried,  “is  it  not  enough  that  I  have 
been  dragged  out  of  my  bed  and  brought  to  this  place  witli- 
ont  having  to  listen  to  such  language?  If  you  make  anv 
pretence  of  being  a  gentleman  you  will  hold  your  tongue.” 

“Well,  you're  a  bold  one,  I  must  say,”  sneered  Joe — -we 
propose  to  give  him  the  name  by  which  lie  was  known  to 
every  one  at  the  Manitou  Mine.  “Who  are  you,  anyhow? 
How  came  you  to  he  in  Susie’s  bed?” 


“I  am  visiting  with  my  father  and  brother  at  Mr.  Harri¬ 
son’s.  We  are  friends  of  Iris.  As  to  my  being  in  Miss 
Susie’s  bed,  I  did  not  even  know  it.  She  did  not  tell  me 
that  1  was  in  her  room,  but  now  I'm  very  glad  it  hap¬ 
pened.  1  would  sooner  be  where  I  am  now  than  to  know 
that  she  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  one  who  is  so  little 
of  a  gentleman  as  you  appear  to  be.” 

Joe  bit  his  lip  and  actually  did  look  somewhat  alarmed. 

“Of  course,  I  regret  this,”  he  said.  “Susie  and  I  are 
engaged.  Her  father  refuses  to  let  me  see  her  and  so - ” 

“And  so  you  tried  kidnapping.  A  narrow  escape  for 
Susie.  I  advise  you  to  let  me  go.” 

“It  is  impossible.” 

“Why?” 

“Because  you  know  too  much.  Was  it  your  father  or 
your  brother  who  was  knocked  out  by  the  electric  battery  ?” 

“My  father.  Will  it  kill  him?” 

“I  don't  know.” 

“And  von  don’t  care.  Well ,  1  must  say  you-  are  a  fine 
specimen!  What  do  you  propose  to  do  with  me,  then?” 

“You  ask  me  too  much.  1  don’t  know  what  the  deuce 
io  do  with  you.  I  wish  you  were  anywhere  but  here.  I 
must  have  a  chance  to  think.” 


“And  in  the  meantime  where  do  1  come  in?” 

“Take  her  to  Mollie,  boys,”  said  Joe.  “Tell  her  a  mis¬ 
take  has  been  made.  Order  her  to  keep  the  girl  close  till 
1  can  turn  myself.  By  the  wav.  what's  your  name?” 

“Find  out!’’  flashed  Alice.  “I'm  not  giving  out  mv 
name  to  such  as  you.” 

The  masks  led  her  away  through  the  other  passage  and 
presently  they  came  to  a  wooden  door  closely  fitted  in  a 
niche  in  the  rock,  upon  which  the  mask  who  had  done  most 
of  the  talking  knocked. 


“What  do  you  want?”  snarled  the  voice  of  the  old 
squaw.  “I’m  in  bed  and  asleep.” 

“Listen,  Mollie,”  replied  the  mask,  “it  was  all  a  mis* 
take.  We  captured  the  wrong  girl.  Mr.  doe  says  you  must 
look  out  for  her  till  ho  has  time  to  decide  what  to  do  with 
her.” 

“The  wrong  girl!”  screamed  Mollie.  “llov\  can  she  be 
the  wrong  one  when  we  got  her  out  of  the  room  he  said?” 
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“She  is,  all  the  same.  Will  you  get  up  and  open  tlie 
door  ?” 

“Xo,  I  won't  while  you  fellows  are  standing  there.  Of 
course  I  won’t.” 

“  We'll  stand  back.  Xo  use  kicking,  Mollie.  You've  got 
to  take  ber  in.  Them’s  orders.” 

“Orders  be  blamed  !”  snarled  the  squaw,  but  she  did  open 
the  door  after  site  heard  them  move  away. 

The  place  which  Alice  now  entered  was  just  a  hole  in 
the  wall  where  there  was  a  cot  bed,  a  table,  a  chair,  and  a 
few  other  things. 

Mollie  had  lighted  a  lamp  and  as  she  locked  the  door 
she  held  it  up  before  Alice's  face  and  stared  at  her,  fixedly. 

“ What’s  the  matter  with  the  man?”  she  presently 
growled.  “Hain't  you  good-looking  enough  to  suit  him? 
1  see  now  you  are  not  the  right  girl,  but  you  do  look  like 
her — better-looking,  I  say.  I'm  going  back  to  bed.  Y'ou 
can  sit  in  that  chair  till  morning,  or  stand  up  or  lie  on  the 
floor,  just  as  you  blame  please.  I  don't  give  up  my  bed  to 
no  one.” 

“I  don’t  want  your  bed,  Millie,”  said  Alice,  quietly. 
“The  chair  will  do  me.” 

Mollie  got  into  bed  again  and  for  some  time  remained 
silent,  with  her  eyes  closed. 

At  last  she  opened  them  again  and  snarled : 

“Oh,  blame  it  all,  I  can't  sleep  with  you  a-settin'  there. 
Say  something,  can't  you?” 

'  “What  do  you  want  me  to  say?”  demanded  Alice,  wish¬ 
ing  that  she  might  have  been  left  to  herself. 

“Say  what  you  like — something,  anything,  only  talk!” 

“This  woman  is  sorry  for  what  she  has  done  and  is  wish¬ 
ing  that  she  hadn’t  got  me  into  this  trouble,”  thought  Alice. 
“That’s  what’s  the  matter  with  her.” 

She  immediately  began  talking  in  a  natural  way  with  the 
squaw. 

“What  do  you  do  down  here,”  she  asked,  “cook?” 

“That’s  it,”  replied  Mollie,  “and  a  mean  life  it  is.  I 
wish  I  was  out  of  it.  Of  course,  in  the  winter-time  it  isn’t 
so  bad.  but  in  summer,  well,  say,  who  wants  to  be  locked 
in  underground  in  hot  weather,  a-sizzling  and  a-b'iling  over 
a  fire?  I’ll  stay  the  winter  out,  but  when  springtime 
comes. I’m  going  to  take  to  the  woods,  first  time  they  let 
me  up.” 

“You  don’t  get  up  very  often,  then?” 

“Xo;  sometimes  it's  as  much  as  a  whole  month.” 

“Of  course,  they  pay  you  well  or  you  wouldn’t  stand  it.” 

"Yell,  they  do,  you  bet.  I  s'pose  now  you're  a-wonder- 
mg  what’s  going  on  down  here?” 

“Xatu  rally.” 

“Well,  I’ll  never  tell  you.  I  swore  T  wouldn't,  and 
when  an  Indian  swears  to  a  thing  be  always  keeps  his 
word,  and  wo  women  are  no  different  from  the  men.  It's 
ton  bad  that  mistake  was  made.  The  girl  is  dead  in  love 
with  Mr.  doe,  and  once  be  got  her  here  twould  have  been 
all  right.  1  m  wondering,  though,  whatever  he  means  to 
do  with  you?” 

“Mollie,  i-.  lie  had  enough  to  kill  me?”  asked  Alice,  sit¬ 
ting  up. 

“I’m  afraid  he  is.  miss.  Oh,  lie's  a  bad  one!  1  know 
that.  So  are  they  all.  A  crooked  bunch,  miss.  1  know 
them.  Should  say  I  orter.  I  \o  been  cooking  for  them  two 


years  and,  say.  I’ve  laid  up  four  hundred  dollars  and  a 
little  over.  If  it  was  five  hundred  f  know  what  I'd  do.” 
“What  ?” 

“Slope,  and  never  see  tins  blamed  hole  again." 

“Could  you  get  out  without  any  one  knowing  it  ?"  * 

“Could  1  ?  Why,  of  course  1  could.  They  think  they 
know  all  about  this  old  working,  but  they  only  know  part. 
Why,  people  took  copper  from  here  thousands  of  years  ago 
to  make  their  knives  and  tomahawks  of.  We  Indians  don  t 
tell  all  we  know  to  white  men,  you  bet.  Yes,  if  I  had  five 
hundred  dollars  I'd  go  to  Chicago  and  live  with  my  stepson. 
He's  often  asked  me  to  do  it,  hut  I  won't  be  beholden  to 
him  for  money.  I  reckon  five  hundred  would  keep  me  in 
what  little  I  want  till  I  die.’’ 

“Is  your  stepson  a  married  man?  Could  you  get  along 
with  his  wife?” 

“He  was  married,  hut  his  wife  ran  away,”  she  said.  “He 
hates  women  now.  Xo,  he  lives  all  by  himself.  He’s  an 
artist.  He  paints  beautiful  pictures.  You'd  jest  orter  see 
them.  He's  a.  tailor,  too,  but  lie  don't  work  at  that  now  for. 
you  see,  he’s  got  money  enough  to  live  on.  Folks  call  him 
crazy,  but  ’tain't  so.  Jest  his  way.  Oh,  he'd  be  good  to  me. 
all  right.  He's  asked  me  many  a  time  to  come  down  to 
Chicago  and  keep  house  for  him,  hut  I  hate  to  leave  the 
woods  ;  all  the  same,  I  see  blame  1  it le  of  them  as  it  is.” 

“Can  this  woman  be  talking  about  the  Duke  of  Douglas 
Street?”  Alice  herself.  “It  ail  seems  to  fit.” 

She  was  determined  to  know. 

Alice  .began  to  think  she  saw  her  chance. 

“Tell  me,  Mollie,”  she  said,  “is  your  stepson  an  In¬ 
dian?” 

“Indeed  he  isn't,”  chuckled  the  squaw.  “He's  as  white 
as  you  are.  It  came  about  this  way:  Years  ago,  when  I 
was  a  gal,  there  came  an  awful  hard  winter.  I  was  living 
in  northern  Wisconsin  then  and  one  night  there  wandered 
into  our  camp  a  white  man,  with  a  little  baby  boy  in  his 
arms,  both  almost  frozen.  He  was  a  fur  hunter,  and  his 
wife  died  that  morning.  The  lmt  they  lived  in  took  fire 
and  the  poor  soul  was  burned  to  death.  It's  a  thing  I  don't 
like  to  think  about,  so  I  won't  say  no  more,  except  that  the 
man  stayed  on  till  spring  and  I  nursed  the  baby  for  him. 
Well,  when  spring  came  I  up  and  married  him  and  we  went 
to  live  by  ourselves  in  this  very  neighborhood.  It  was  all 
wild  country  then,  with  no  white  people  into  it  except  the 
Jesuit  Fathers  of  the  Mission,  who  lived  in  the  house 
above  us.  Lawrence,  he  put  the  boy  in  their  charge  and  he 
was  brung  up  right  here  and  got  a  fine  eddication.  When 
the  mission  broke  up  lie  went  to  Milwaukee  and  learned  the 
tailoring  business,  but  he  never  forgot  his  old  Indian 
mammy  and  almost  every  summer  ho  comes  up  to  see  me.” 

“It's  the  Duke,  all  right,"  thought  Alice.  "It  must  have 
been  lie  who  revealed  the  secrets  of  this  place  to  these  peo¬ 
ple.  He  is  one  of  the  seven  sevens.” 

“Mollie."  she  said  aloud,  "1  am  going  to  Chicago  in  a 
few  days  if  I  can  only  escape  these  people.  I  tell  you  what 
I'll  do  for  you.  Get  me  out  of  here  to-night  and  I'll  give 
you  a  hundred  dollars  and  you  shall  go  to  Chicago  with  me. 
with  your  five  hundred  made  up.” 

“Do  you  know.”  replied  Mollie.  “I  was  thinking  of  that 
very  thing  and  wondering  if  you  would  do  that  much  for 
me  if  1  helped  you  out  of  this  snap.  You're  a  might)  good- 
looking  gal.  Them  fellers  will  never  let  you  go  out  of  this. 


1  kno»i  them.  Nothin:;  hut  trouble  can  come  of  von  being 
here.  1  could  get  you  vmt  if  1  wanted  to,  all  right.” 

“Po  it."  urged  Alice. 

“Got  the  money  with  you?" 

“No:  hut  I  can  get  it  from  my  father,  who  is  staying 
at  Mr.  Harriott's.  Is  there  any  reason  why  we  shouldn't 

go  right  now?" 

“Wonder  if  Mr.  Harrison  would  take  care  of  me  till 

we  could  start  ?*’ 

“I'm  sure  he  would." 

“Blamed  if  I  don't  risk  it.  l)uuno  whether  they  are 
holding  a  meeting  to-night  or  not.  but  I  hardly  think  it. 
I'!l  get  up  and  dress.  It's  a  blame  shame  to  leave  you  to 
take  your  chances  here." 

She  got  up  and  began  to  dress  then. 

“Xow.  don't  expect  me  to  give  awav  none  of  their  so- 
creis,"  she  said,  “because  I  hain't  a-goin'  to  do  it.  All  I 
agree  to  do  is  to  got  you  out  of  here  if  I  can.” 

"I  understand,'’  replied  Alice.  “You  shall  have  it  all 
your  own  way,  Mollie,  if  you'll  only  lend  me  a  helping 
band.” 

The  squaw  was  quickly  dressed  and  then  opening  the 
door  she  peered  out  into  the  passage. 

“Xo  one  there.”  she  whispered.  “All  tbe  same,  they 
may  be  in  the  meeting-room  for  all  I  can  tell.  If  they 
are.  wc  .'•hall  have  to  wait.  Xow,  come." 

She  picked  up  the  lamp,  but  Alice,  producing  her  elec- 
r.ic  flashlight  and  showing  Mollie  bow  it  was  used,  the 
squaw  at  once  decided  that  it  was  the  very  tiling,  and  the 
lamp  was  left  behind. 

Hurrying  on,  they  came  to  the  end  of  the  passage  across 
which  was  a  heavy  wooden  door. 

Behind  this  voices  could  be  heard. 

Mollie  put  her  finger  to  her  lips.  “It  is  as  I  was  afraid,” 
she  said.  “They  are  holding  a  meeting.  Wc  shall  have  to 
go  another  way.  Follow  me.” 

Returning  along  the  passage  for  a  short  distance  she 
presently  paused  and  pointing  to  an  opening  close  down 
to  the  ground  in  the  left-hand  wall,  whispered: 

‘•I'm  going  to  crawl  through  there,  miss,  and  you  want 
to  follow  me.” 

Alice  nodded 'and,  following  the  woman,,  crawled  for 
-crcral  yards  on  her  hands  and  knees,  coming  then  into  a 
large  cavern  which  extended  oft  into  the  darkness  further 
than  the  eye  could  reach. 

Ahead  of  them  on  their  right  a  bright  light  shone  and 
to  this  Mollie  pointed. 

“Look  here,”  she  said,  “you  are  a  woman,  and  all  women 
arc  curious.  Don’t  toll  me  you  don't  want  to  know  what 
those  fellows  are  up  to.  for  you  do.  Come  along  and  you 
shall  see  them  and  hear  their  talk.  That  won't  be  like 
giving  away  their  secrets.  Once  I'm  out  of  here  I  don't 
care  who  knows,  but  T  don't  want  to  break  my  word.” 

S ’riling  at  this  queer  reasoning,  Alice  followed  Mollie 
towards  t  he  light. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

oxer.  MORE  THE  DUKE. 

-The  ])■,<(■'."  breathed  Harry. 

•  j  //  .  j ,i -aid  Old  King  Brady. 

“ a»aii  •  c  ’0  for  him  ?  Whatever  can  he  be  doing  here  ?” 


“Watching  us,  evidently.  Let's  wait  and  see  what  he 
will  do.” 

They  waited,  but  he  did  nothing. 

Old  King  Brady  grew  impatient. 

“Plague  take  the  fellow,”  he  growled,  “I  don't  propose  to 
stand  here  the  rest  of  the  night.  Come  on,  Harry,  and 
we’ll  interview  him  if  he  is  still  there.” 

But  they  had  been  too  long  in  getting  around  to  it. 

When  they  looked  behind  the  tree  the  Duke  had  van¬ 
ished. 

Old  King  Brady  flashed  his  light  and  found  his  trail 
in  the  snow,  which  was  softer  here  under  the  trees. 

It  led  them  across  the  point  upon  which  Mr.  Harrison's 
house  stood  and  looking  off  on  the  lake  they  saw  the  Duke 
running  in  the  direction  of  Snake  Islet. 

“Come,  T  don't  like  this,”  growled  Old  King  Brady. 
“Looks  as  if  the  man  was  a  part  of  the  outfit  himself.” 

“I  don't  doubt  it,”  replied  Harry.  “All  the  same,  he 
may  be  working  against  them.  He  couldn't  play  his  cards 
in  anything  but  a  crazy  fashion  if  he  tried.” 

“That's  so,  too.  Well,  we  shall  have  to  let  him  go  his 
way.  I’m  not  chasing  him,  that’s  one  sure  thing.” 

“Remember  what  he  said,  governor.  That  the  secret  of 
the  Seven  Sevens  was  weighing  on  his  conscience,  or  words 
;  to  that  effect.  I  have  confidence  in  the  Duke.” 

“He’s  crazy,”  growled  the  old  detective,  “and  a  man 
who  is  crazy  is  a  poor  one  to  tie  to,  I  say.  But  come,  let’s 
get  back  to  the  house.” 

Xaturallv,  they  followed  the  Duke’s  trail,  and  when  they 
came  to  the  tree  behind  which  lie  had  dodged.  Harry  caught 
sight  of  something  white  which  was  pinned  to  it. 

This  proved  to  he  a  folded  paper  made  fast  to  the  tree 
by  driving  the  blade  of  a  small  penknife  through  it. 

Old  King  Brady  took  it  down,  and  while  Harry  held 
the  light' he  read  as  follows: 

“Brady: — Here  I  am  on  the  job.  Don’t  worry  about  the 
woman.  Why  in  thunder  didn't  you  leave  her  in  Chicago? 
Women  are  a  nuisance.  They  always  spoil  the  pie.  How¬ 
ever,  in  this  case,  her  capture  was  a  mistake.  The  Seven 
i  Sevens  don’t  suspect  you.  and  1  think  1  can  get  the  woman 
away  from  them.  At  all  events,  1  shall  do  ray  best.  To- 
|  morrow  night,  at  midnight,  you  want  to  be  in  No.  1.  Have 
Harrison  with  you,  and  if  my  plans  pan  out  as  I  hope  the 
secret  of  the  Seven  Sevens  shall  be  revealed.  Duke.” 

“That  sounds  good  to  me."  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Harry,  I  guess  you  are  right  after  all.” 

“  And  you  were  right  about  Alice's  capture  being  a  mis¬ 
take.  T  suppose  we  shall  have  to  lie  quiet  on  the  strength 
of  this  letter.” 

“We’ll  think  it  over  and  decide  in  the  morning."  re¬ 
plied  the  old  detective.  “At  least  we  can  do  nothing  now.” 

They  lot  themselves  in  and  returned  to  their  room,  fir  t 
listening  at  the  door  of  Will  Harrison's  room,  behind  which 
they  could  hear  a  loud  snoring. 

v  “Tic's  dead  to  the  world,  all  right."  whispered  Old  King 
Brady,  when  they  got  safely  into  their  room.  “I  didn't 
know  but  what  he  might  have  dodged  out  again,  for  1 
strongly  suspect  that  he  is  one  of  the  Seven  Sevens.” 

They  lav  down  on  the  outside  of  the  bed  and  the  old 
detective  managed  to  get  a  little  sleep,  but  poor  Harry 
never  closed  his  eyes. 


:0 


7TT 


t  iriTniM  ’ 

\t  daybreak  they  arose  and  von (  downstairs.  in  find 
Mr.  Harrison  already  up  ami  eating  a  cold  breakfast. 

"I  always  cal  im  breakfast  alone, "  he  explained.  *‘ \N  ill 
you  'it  down  and  have  a  hi!,  or  wait  for  the  regular  meal?" 

“Oh,  we  won’t  bother  you.  We'll  wait,"  said  Old  King 
Brady,  “hut  we  have  a  lot  to  tell  you,  Mr,  Harrison,  bast 
night  was  anything  but  a  night  of  rot  for  us.’’ 

“  You  went  over  to  Snake  Islet?" 

“Indeed  we  did,  but  listen  to  the  whole  story.  It  is  one 
which  you  will  find  it  hard  to  believe.” 

That  Mr.  Harrison  was  deeply  impressed  by  the  story 
the  Bradys  had  to  tell  need  scarcely  be  said. 

“This  is  a  pretty  state  of  affairs!”  he  cried,  after  read¬ 
ing  the  Duke's  letter.  “Joe  Powell  should  be  arrested  at 
once.  There  can't  be  llio  least  doubt  that  he  meant  to 
carry  off  Susie.  That’s  her  room  where  Miss  Montgomery 
slept.  Why  not  go  over  to  Jamesburg  and  get  a  warrant 
for  the  fellow.  Bad  as  1  knew  him  to  be,  1  didn’t  con¬ 
sider  him  as  bad  as  all  this.” 

“We  have  thought  it  over  and  we  have  talked  it  over 
carefully,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  have  resolved  to 
tie  to  the  Duke.” 

“Tie  to  a  lunatic,  Mr.  Brady!  This  is  madness.  Think 
of  Miss  Montgomery’s  situation.” 

“Indeed,  we  have  given  it  full  thought,  Mr,  Harrison,” 
replied  the  old  detective.  “But  you  must  understand  that 
Mis«  Montgomery  is  a  young  woman  who  is.  well  able  to 
take Care  of  herself.  This  is  not  the  first  time  she  has  been 
in  such  a  situation.  What  we  want  is  to  put  clown  this 
gang  permanently.  To  arrest  Joe  Powell  would  surely 
throw  them  all  on  the  alert.  It  might  even  cause  them  to 
kill  Miss  Montgomery.  I  consider  my  Way  the  best.” 

“It  is  vour  business.  Am  I  to  speak'  to  mv  children  of 
this?” 

> 

“Decidedly  not.  At  the  same  time  I  would  place  a  guard 
outside  the  house  to-night  and  let  him  understand 'what  he 
i.'  there  for  if  you  have  a  man  you  can  trust.” 

“1  have.  It  shall  be  done.  I  am  coin  inced -that  you  are 
right  about  those  rascals.  They  are  in  on  our  vein.” 

“Probably.  But  tell  me,  I  have  heard  that  you  copper 
miners  up  here  often  come  upon  old  prehistoric  workings 
of  conHderable  extent.  The  work  of  the  Mound  Builders.” 

“That's  right.  I  have  been  through  a  gallery  of  theirs 
half  a  mile  long.  That’s  over  Ontonagon  wav.  It  really  is 
wondetful  v  hat  they  were  able  to  do.  What  tools  they 
used  and  how  they  ever  got  the  ore  out,  no  one  knows." 

“Any  such  old  workings  here?” 

“Not  that  I  know  anything  about.” 

“It  occurred  to  me  that  possibly  the  Powells  might  have 
struck  'iie’t  a  working  under  the  lake  between  the  two 
islets  and  tin  t  your  di  i it  in  No.  1  where  the  disappear¬ 
ance'  have  taken  nlace  may  be  secretly  connected  with  it.” 

“lid'  an  i  b  i.  certainly,  but  at  the  same  time  it  is  one 
w!i;«  h  1  find  ii  '  aid  to  believe;  all  the  same.  I  am  willing 
to  believe  alum-t  nmiliing  now.  Why.  if  you  were  to  toll 
me  that  my  Will  was  Handing  in  with  tlii:  crooked  bunch  I 
should  p\rn  have  to  believe  that.” 

fo  this  the  old  deter  t  i  c  made  no  replv.  Secretly,  be 
h  id  beep  wondering  Mb«-tl;?r  this  might  nnl  indeed  he  the 
ra-e.  and  1  „d  -aid  as  much  to  Harry. 

'  V<v>,  .1 1  :jt  thi'  trip  down  into  No.  I  to-night,"  he 
r  i  id.  “You  must  't  fail  is,  Mr.  Harrison.” 


“You  may  rely  upon  that,  Mr.  Brad\,"  teplied  lie  -J* 

pr  rinrendcnt.  “  Kvcn  if  it  has  to  be  done  openly,  down  \o»i 
go.” 

It  was  a  slow  da\  for  the  Bradys. 

t>ut  of  respect  to  Mr.  Harrison  s  wisher  tlf^'  1  ept  av  >v 
from  the  mine.  W 

During  the  morning  they  d rove  out  on  the  iee  and  ski rted 
around  Big  Manitou  Island. 

H  lie  works' upon  it  seemed  to  lie  very  extensive. 

That  they  \*erc  being  closely  watched  the\  knew,  fur  they 
saw  a  man  come  several  times  out  of  a  small  building  which 
appeared  to  be  the  office  and  take  them  in  through  an  opi  ra 
glass. 

He  looked  to  be  a  person  of  about  Joe  Powell’s  build, 
and  the  Bradys  concluded  that  it  was  he. 

Alice’s  absence  was  mentioned  at  the  breakfast-table  to 
the  Harrisons,  Old  King  Brady  leading  them  to  believe 
that  she  had  gone  to  Rush  more  in  a  hired  sleigh  which 
called  for  her  in  the  early  morning.  *} 

He  regretted  being  obliged  to  do  this,  but  some  explana¬ 
tion  bad  to  be  made. 

At  dinner  Will  was  particularly  grumpy  and  by  the  time 
they  got  around  to  supper  he- would  not  open  his  mouth, 
and  Susie  was  almost  as  bad. 

This  seemed  to  make  the  father  very  nervous. 

After  supper  he  had  a  long,  private  talk  with  the  detec¬ 
tives.  - 

“I  feel  greatly  troubled  about  Susie,”  he  said.  “Really, 
she  ought  to  be  told  what  has  happened.  There  is  no  k 
knowing  what  Joe  Powell  may  do.” 

“I  advise  against  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “but 
do  as  you  please.  Did  Ire  ever  visit  her  here?” 

“Oh,  yes!  He  used  to  visit  her  right  along  until  I  or¬ 
dered  him  to  stop  it.  I  am  afraid  they  have  met  in  Rush- 
more  since.  She  is  a  good  girl,  Mr.  Brady,  but  as  weak 
as  water.  If  she  was  told  this  I  really  believe  it  would  ^ 
turn  her  against  the  fellow.” 

“Tell  her,  then,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Call  her  in; 
take  her  into  our  full  confidence  and  sec  what  comes  of  it  if  * 
it  will  relieve  your  mind.” 

Mr.  Harrison  then  called  Susie  into  the  sitting-room 
and.  having  locked  the  door,  said; 

“I  suppose  you  girls  have  been  wondering  what  has  be¬ 
come  of  Miss  Montgomerv  ?” 

“Well,  and  so  we  have,”  replied  Susie,  with  a  defiant  m 
look  at  the  old  detective.  “Will  savs  that  no  sleigh  came 
over  here  in  the  earlv  morning.  Is  her  name  Montgomerv, 
then  ?”  ^ 

“Nor  did  there.  Miss  Susie.'  said  the  old  detective. 
“That  was  just  a  little  fiction  of  mine,  of  which  vour 
father  don't  approve,  so  v.  e  are  going  to  tell  you  the  whole 
story.  1  beg  you  will  respect  our  confidence,  but  I  shall  not 
attempt  to  bind  you  to  anything." 

“Tell  me!"  cried  Susie.  “1  want  to  know.” 

“Know,  then,  that  she  was  carried  away  duting  the  , 
night  hy  men  sent  here  hy  Joe  Powell,  they  mistaking  her 
for  you."  said  Mr.  Harrison. 

."msio  turned  deathly  pale. 

“i  believe  that  less- than  1  believe  the  sleigh  story!”  Am 
cried.  “Joe  wouldn't  do  such  a  thing." 

“Just  the  >ame.  bp  did  if."  said  <Md  King  Brady  "Hear 
our  story,  Miss  Susie,  before  you  judge.  We  are  deter- 


ti'c'v  Wo  are  trying  to  solve  the  mystery  of  the  disappear¬ 
ing'  in  s  .ifi  Vo.  i." 

"Just  what  Will  said!"  eried  Susie.  "He  says  your 
Cairo  isn't  Broun;  that  it's  Brady,  and - " 

^"He  is  ryght,  broke  in  Old  King  Brady,  "but  listen  to 

Trie  store." 


The  old  detective  then  proceeded  to  toll  the  girl  all,  and 
l  V'  und  up  bv  show  in  or  her  the  Duke's  letter. 

"And  he  has  kept  her!"  cried  Susie.  "He  has  not  sent 

her  back !  I  would  not  have  believed  it.  I - ” 

She  burst  into  tears. 


It  had  been  explained  to  the  Bradys  that  hr  was  sup¬ 
posed  fo  he  playing  cards  at  a  club  to  which  the  foremen 
and  others  connected  with  the  mine  belonged. 

"Let  us  start  now  and  we  will  look  in  at  the  duly,"  Mr. 
Harrison  said.  “It  will  be  an  excuse  for  our  being  out 
at  this  hour.  After  we  leave  it  we  will  slip  into  the  shaft- 
house  where  1  have  all  arranged  for  us  to  be  lowered  down 
into  the  mine.” 


CHAPTER  X. 


"W  hen  did  you  see  Joe  last  to  talk  with  him,  daughter?” 
asked  Mr.  Harrison,  gravely. 

Susie,  between  sob*,  admitted  that  she  had  met  him  in 
Kushmore  a  week  before. 

*  "He  wanted  me  to  elope  with  him  then,’’  she  said,  "but  I 
refused.  I — I  still  loved  him,  but  Will  has  told  me  things 
about  him  which  made  me  feel  that  I  must  give  him  up, 
£  ^nd  I  told  him  so.  I  told  him  that  I  would  never  meet  him 
again.”  « 

"And  you  see  the  result,”  said  Mr.  Harrison.  "Would 
you  marry  a  man  who  would  treat  you  like  that?” 

"Xever!”  cried  Susie.  "It’s  all  over  now.  I  hate  him. 
I  You  were  right,  father.  I  should  have  listened  to  yOu. 
But  it  is  terrible  about  poor  Miss  Montgomery.  He  ought 
to  be  arrested.  What  are  you  going  to  do?” 

"That  depends  upon  the  Duke,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
■“We  shall  take  him  at  his  word  and  be  in  Shaft  Xo.  1  at 
ijnidnight.  After  we  know  what  is  coming  out  of  that  we 
shall  be  able  to  decide.” 

"Let  me  go,  too,  father!”  cried  Susie.  "I  would  just 
like  to  see  that  man  once  again  and  in  your  presence.  After 
that  never  any  more  for  me.” 

"What  do  you  say,  Mr.  Brady?”  the  superintendent 


THE  BLOCKIN' G  OF  THE  WAY. 

The  light  which  had  attracted  Alice's  attention  proved  to 
proceed  from  a  hole  in  the  wall  about  as  big  as  a  good-sized 
head  of  cabbage. 

As  she  and  the  Indian  squaw  drew  nearer.  Alice  caught 
the  sound  of  a  man's  voice  talking. 

It  was  a  dee]),  gruff  voice,  and  Alice  instantly  recog¬ 
nized  it  as  that  of  Superintendent  Powell,  who  sat  at  the 
next  table  to  her  at  the  Eagle  House  the  morning  before. 

In  just  such  a  voice  had  the  superintendent  talked 
politics  with  a  man  who  sat  opposite. 

Old  Mollie  put  her  finger  to  her  lips  and  pointed  io  ihe 
hole. 

Alice  pressed  forward  and  ventured  to  peep  in. 

Here,  in  a  small  enclosure,  but  whether  pari  of  the  cave 
or  hollowed  out  by  the  hand  of  man  Alice  could  not  tell, 
were  gathered  five  of  the  singular  masked  figures  who  had 
assisted  in  her  capture. 

One,  a  large  person,  sat  in  an  arm-chair  upon  a  raised 
platform. 

The  other  four  were  standing  facing  him,  partially  sur¬ 
rounding  a  stout,  elderly  gentleman  who  had  his  hands 
tied  behind  him. 


asked. 

.  _  "It’s  up  to  you,”  replied  the  old  detective.  "Personally, 
R  have  no  objection.” 

"Then  let  it  be  so,  Susie.  I  hope  you  have  decided  to 
respect  my  confidence.” 

'  "Oh,  I  have!”  cried  Susie.  "I  won't  say  one  word  to 
any  one,  and  least  of  all  to  Will.” 

Her  father  looked  up  sharply. 

"Susie,”  he  said,  "do  you  think  Will  can  be  in  this 
crooked  deal  ?” 

I  ft  "Don't  ask  me,”  was  the  reply.  "I  don’t  know  what 
I  to  think.” 

"But  you  know  something  and  you  ought  to  tell  it,” 
maid  Old  King  Brady. 

She  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  said ; 

"Well,  then,  here  it  is:  I  do  know  that  Will  gets  a  lot 
of  extra  money  over  and  above  his  salary.  That  I  ve  known 
this  long  time.  He  has  been  buying  real  estate  in  Duluth, 
father.  I  ought  to  have  told  you  before,  but  he  made  me 
promise  not  to.  However,  it’s  out  now.” 

“T  have  been  afraid  there  was  something  wrong  going 
V'  for  a  long  tirm\”  replied  the  superintendent.  "How¬ 
ler,  I  shall  believe  nothing  against  the  boy  until  it  is 

proved.” 

the  result  of  this  conference  with  Miss  Susie. 

On  the  whole.  Old  King  Brady  glad  it  had  occurred. 

Tre  '-emrig  dragged  slowly  by. 

haJf-pait  eleven,  Will  had  not  come  in. 


Instantly  Alice  recognized  the  man  as  Simon  Difhlow, 
from  the  photograph  given  to  Old  King  Brady  by  his 
brother,  the  broker. 

Beside  the  big  man  in  the  chair  was  a  sort  of  altar,  upon 
which  rested  a  human  skull  and  from  the  eve-holes  a 

%j 

bright  light  streamed  forth. 

There  was  no  other  light  in  the  chamber. 

Alice  drew  away  quickly,  not  daring  to  risk  being  seen. 

The  talk  had  ceased  now. 

For  a  moment  or  two  the  silence  continued  and  then  the 
elder  Powell’s  deep  voice  spoke  again  : 

"Well,  Mr.  Dithlow,”  he  said,  "what  is  the  word?  You 
have  had  ample  time  for  reflection.  Announce  your  de¬ 
cision.” 

"The  word  is.  no!  Emphatically,  no!”  another  voice — 
presumably  Dithlow’s — fairly  shouted. 

x\nd  he  added : 

"I  expect  nothing  from  you  but  death,  Powell,  but  I’d 
sooner  die  than  yield  to  your  ridiculous  request.” 

"Ha!  still  stubborn.  I  perceive,”  was  the  reply.  "You 
don't,  want  to  forget,  Dithlow.  that  there  are  worse  things 
than  death.  Torture,  for  instance.” 

"You  have  hinted  at  that  before  — ”  began  Dithlow, 
when  he  \va-  interrupted  by  the  gruff  voice,  which  thun¬ 
dered  : 


"Silence!  I •.»  pronouncing  m\  name  von 
the  rules  of  our  order:  for  that  alone  \ on  d< 
"Ridiculou.  !"  flashed  Dithlow.  ‘  '■  if  the 


have  broken 
'  e  death  ” 
order  of  the 


Seven  Sevens  had  any  further  excuse  for  its  existence  after 
going  on  the  way  you  have  done.”  * 

‘'Silence!  Listen!  Once  more  let  me  rehearse  the  situa¬ 
tion.  'This  is  the  sixth  time  you  have  been  brought  before 
the  tribunal.  If  you  still  refuse  on  the  seventh,  then  let 
your  fate  be  on  your  own  head.  We  arc  all  tired  of  our 
lives  on  these  lonely  islands.  We  want  to  get  back  to  the 
world.  Tn  spite  of  the  money  we  have  made  by  our  opera¬ 
tions,  of  which  you  have  received  a  double  share,  \vc  want 
more.  We  propose  to  have  if,  and  then  wc  vanish  and  the 
copper  business  knows  us  no  more.  Dithlow,  you  have  been 
paid  just  a  million  too  much.  The  Seven  Sevens  demands 
t hat  million  back  as  a  rebate.  I  have  shown  you  the  way 
in  which  you  can  bestow  it  upon  us.  Either  that  million 
comes  or  you  will  be  tortured  until  it  does  come,  one  of  the 
two.  Ts  it  still  no,  dear  brother?” 

“It's  no  !  Always  no  !”  roared  the  mine  president.  “The 
money  is  mine  under  our  agreement.  You  can  torture 
me,  you  can  kill  me,  but  1  shall  never  give  it  up.” 

“Well  sec  about  that,”  was  the  retort.  “Now  then, 
boys,  take  him  away.” 

Mollie  caught  Alice's  arm  and  pulled  her  back. 

“Oh,  they  are  coming;  they  will  catch  us!”  she  whis¬ 
pered.  “We  must  hide.” 

She  hurried  Alice  along  the  line  of  the  wall, 

before  they  had  gone  far  the  light  of  a  lantern  ap¬ 
peared  behind  them. 

“They'll  sec  us — they’ll  get  us!”  groaned  the  squaw. 
“Oh,  what  a  fool  T  was  to  undertake  this!” 

Still  clutching  Alice’s  arm  she  hurried  on  so  fast  that  it 
was  next  to  impossible  to  keep  up- with  her. 

Presently  they  came  upon  a  deep  niche  in  the  wall  and 
Alice  was  pulled  into  it. 

“Perhaps  we  are  safe  here,”  panted  Mollie.  “It  won't 
be  safe*  to  go  any  further.” 

They  stood  in  the  shadows  and  presently  ihe  five  masks 
passed  the  niche,  leading  the  wretched  Dithlow. 

To  Alice’s  immense  relief  the  eyes  of  none  of  them  were 
turned  their  way. 

“There!”  breathed  Mollie,  “wc  arc  safe  for  the  mo¬ 
ment,  but  we  must  stop  hero  till  they  go  back  again.” 

“Mollie,”  said  Alice,  “do  you  know  that  man?” 

“Sure,”  replied  the  squaw.  “Of  course,  lie's  the  high 
muckv-muek.  He's  not  only  the  boss  of  the  Seven  Sevens, 
but  lie's  the  president  of  the  mine.” 

“Mollie, ”  -aid  Alice,  firmly,  “when  wc  go  out  of  here  I 
want  that  man  to  go  with  us.” 

“Ob.  I  can’t  do  that!  Tie's  nothing  to  me.  Old  money¬ 
bags  !  Old  hunks !  Why  don’t  he  shell  out,  now  they've  got 
him  foul?  He's  just  as  big  a  crook  as  the  rest  of  them. 
Why  should  you  bother  your  head  about  him?” 

“Because  my  father  is  interested  in  him.  He  will  give 
you  two  hundred  dollars  instead  of  one,  Mollie.  if  wc  bring 
Mr.  Dithlow  out  with  us.  Can  if  be  done?” 

"Make  it  three  hundred  and  it  shall  be  done,"  said  Mol- 
lie.  eagerly. 

“That's  a  bargain,”  replied  Alice,  “and  1  shall  hold  you 
to  it.  Where  arc  they  taking  him?” 

7 Not  far.  1  know.” 

“Is  this  a  natural  cave,  Mollie?” 

“This  is,  yes.  The  other  isn’t;  the  passages  are  not; 
they  were  made  by  my  people  ages  ago.” 


“How  well  you  talk,  Mollie!  Hov  did  you  learn  to, 
talk  so  well?” 

“How?  Oh.  the  fathers  of  the  old  mission  taught  me 
when  1  was  a  girl.  I  can  read  and  write,  loo.  French  and  - 


English.” 

“And  your  own  language?”  * 

“No,  I’ve  forgotten  most  of  that.” 

“What  tribe  do  you  belong  to?” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  know.  That’s  too  far  hack."  said  the 
squaw  in  a  wav  which  plainly  indicated  that  this  was  a 
subject  she  did  not  care  to  talk  about. 

Presently  they  heard  the  masks  returning  and  once  more 
the  two  women  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  overlooked. 

The  masks  were  talking  and  laughing  as  they  went  past. 

“He'll  come  off  his  perch,  all  right.”  one  said. 

“He’ll  have  to.”  replied  another.  “The  boss  will  never^ 
let  up  on  him  till  he  docs.” 

They  passed  on  and  presently  the  light  vanished. 

“It’s  all  right  now.  miss,”  said  Mollie.  “They  are  off  v 
for  bed  and  chances  are  they’ll  sleep  till  noon;  they  usually 
do  when  they  meet  down  here  at  night.” 

She  hurried  Alice  on,  using  the  flashlight  herself,  and  as 
pleased  over  it  as  a  child  with  a  new  toy. 

Presently  they  came  upon  a  wooden  door  set  in  a  niche 
in  the  wall. 

“lie's  in  here  if  we  can  onlv  net  the  door  open.”  she 

*/  CJ  i 

said,  “but  I  don’t  know  how  we  are  going  to  do  that  unless, 
a  key  I’ve  got  will  fit  the  lock.” 

She  proceeded  io  try  it.  but  the  key  would  not  fit. 

“Perhaps  I  can  work  it,”  said  Alice,  and  she  produced  '' 
her  hunch  of  skeleton  keys. 

“What  are  those  things?”  demanded  the  squaw. 

Alice  explained  and  proceeded  to  try  them  in  the  lock. 

Presently  she  found  one  which  did  the  business  and  she 
threw  the  door  open. 


Mr.  Dithlow.  no  longer  tied  up,  stood  facing  them. 

“You,  Mollie!”  he  cried.  “I  thought  it  was  those 
wretches  hack  again.  I  wondered  why  they  made  so  much 
fuss  about  opening  the  door.  But  why  are  you  here,  and 
why  is  this?” 


t 
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“Let  her  speak  for  herself,  boss,”  replied  Mollie.  “It’s 
site  who  brought  me  here.  1  claim  no  credit.  I  don’t 
owe  von  nothing  as  I  know  of.” 

“Mr.  Dithlow,”  said  Alice,  “my  name  is  Brown.  With 
my  father  1  was  staying  at  Mr.  Harrison's  house  as  his  4 
guest.  To-night  this  interesting  order  of  which  I  judge 
you  are  a  member  dragged  me  out  of  my  bed  and  brought 
me  here  a  prisoner.  Mollie  has  very  kindly  offered  to 
assist  me  to  escape,  and  we  propose  to  take  you  along 
with  us.” 

The  old  millionaire’s  eyes  sparkled. 

"  \\  hat  s  this?  Do  .you  know  a  way  out  of  this  place  that 
we  don’t  know,  Mollie?”  lie  cried. 

"Sure  1  do,  replied  Mollie.  “If  you  will  give  me  t^o 
hundred  dollars  1  show  it  to  you.” 

“You  shall  have  it.” 

"Mollie  will  lie  too  rich."  said  Alice,  beginning  to  won* 
der  il  she  would  not  have  to  promise  more  on  her  own 
account.  "I  have  already  agreed  to  give  Iter  two  hundred  * 
to  let  you  go  with  us.” 

"1  don  t  ask  for  no  more,”  said  Mollie.  “but  he  ought 
to  pay  something.” 


Til k  miADYs*  MYSTKniors  clew. 


"I'll  pay  it  all,"  said  Mr.  Dithlow,  hastily.  “Whore 
i':L  road  of  vour>  vomo  out,  Mollie?" 

“Or.  Eagle  Islet." 

*W here  1  shall  be  safe  if  1  can  only  get  to  Mr.  Harri- 

"Yes,  if."  said  Mollie,  meaningly.  “But  the  three  of 
I  os  or.  Ant  to  he  good  for  one,  1  should  say." 

V  “If  I  was  only  armed,”  said  DithlOw. 

“1  have  a  revolver,"  replied  Alice.  “I  know  how  to  use 
it.  too.  but  I  suggest  we  lose  no  time,  Mr.  Dithlow.  I  see 
you  have  a  lantern  here.  You  may  as  well  take  it  along.” 
Mr.  Dithlow  took  down  the  lantern  and  thev  started. 

v  * 

Molliet  striding  ahead. 

“How  can  I  ever  thank  you,  Miss  Brown?”  murmured 
the  mine  president. 

“You  owe  me  no  thanks,”  replied  Alice,  in  a  low  tone. 
5  “M  y  name  is  not  Brown,  by  the  way,  but  you  can  call  me 

•  that.  1  am  actually  one  of  the  Brady  detectives,  employed 

•  >v  your  brother  to  find  you.  I  don’t  care  to  have  Mollie 
know  that  I  am  a  detective.  It  may  make  her  change  her 
mind.” 

“Detectives,  eh?”  said  Dithlow,  uneasily.  “I  suppose  all 
Chicago  is  talking  about  my  disappearance.” 

"Surely." 

"And — well — er — what  do  they  think?” 

9  "1  fancy  they  have  about  given  you  up.  Did  you  come 
here  of  your  own  accord?” 

"Certainly  not.  I  was  enticed  on  board  a  steam  yacht 
%und  was  brought  up  here.  That  was  just  before  the  lake 
froze — I  suppose  it  is  frozen  tight  now.” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  this  has  been  a  trying  experience.  But  it  will  be 
all  right  for  you  and  your  people.  I  suppose  the  famous 
Old  King  Brady  is  the  man  you  alluded  to  as  your  father?” 
“That's  right.” 

•  “And  he  is  a  guest  of  Mr.  Harrison's?” 

“Yes.” 
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Does  Mr.  Harrison  know  who  he  is  and  why  he  is 

•*here?” 

“Certainly. 

Dithlow  gave  a  slight  groan. 

Evidently  the  man  was  afraid  that  his  troubles  had  only 

just  begun. 


Alice  had  half  a  mind  to  tell  him  that  she  had  been 

*  n  unseen  listener  to  what  passed  in  the  lodge-room  of  the 
Seven  Sevens,  but  she  concluded  to  keep  him  guessing,  as 
rhe  expressed  it  to  herself,  so  she  walked  on  in  silence. 

*  This  did  not  appear  to  suit  Mr.  Dithlow,  either. 

He  asked  for  particulars  of  her  capture,  and  Alice  gave 
them. 


"It  was  Susie  Harrison  they  were  after,”  remarked  I)ith- 

low.  then. 

“Yes,  I  know.  Interesting  way  of  getting  a  wife.  That 
Young  Powell  must  be  a  particularly  fine  specimen  of  a 


*man."  ,  y 

“He  -  a  better  specimen  than  his  father,  then,”  snapped 
Dithlow.  "It  was  lie  who  kidnapped  me.” 

‘•And.  of  cour-e,  you’ll  make  it  warm  for  him.  It  will 
|ro*t  him  lb-  job,  I  Mippose?  We  can  arrest  him  if  you 

My  the  word.” 

,\‘/f  eon  id  have  laughed  in  the  face  of  the  old  scoun- 
he  sew lu-d  so  perplexed  and  disturbed. 


"Oli — or — 1  don’t  know,”  said  Dithlow.  "I  shall  have 
to  think  about  that.  Perhaps,  after  all,  it  would  he  better 
to  hush  this  business  up.  1  don't  care  for  publicity.  1 — - 
or — well,  we'll  think  about  it  before  we  decide.  I'll  make 
it:  all  right  with  Old  King  Brady,  at  all  events.” 

All  this  time  they  had  been  following  the  right-hand 
wall  of  the  cave,  but  now  Mollie  suddently  halted  and  they 
overtook  her,  to  find  that  she  was  standing  at  the  entrance 
of  one  of  those  singular  galleries  which  scientists  have 
decided  are  Mound  Builders’  work. 

“We  go  this  way,”  she  said. 

Dithlow  looked  surprised. 

“Why,  Mollie,  aren’t  you  mistaken?”  he  asked.  “This 
is  just  the  road  to — well,  you  know  wl^ere.” 

“The  workmen’s  quarters,”  replied  .Mollie,  finishing  his 
sentence  for  him.  “Why  don't  you  speak  out,  old  man? 
You’ll  never  come  back  here  again,  that’s  one  sure  thing. 
What's  the  need  of  secrecy  now?  But  that  shows  how  mucli* 
you  know  about  Big  Manitou  Cave.  Come  on.” 

She  entered  the  passage,  advancing  slowly  and  flashing 
her  lantern  close  down  upon  the  floor. 

•  She  had  not  gone  far  before  she  stooped  and  pulled 
aside  quite  a  large  block  of  stone,  which  lay  against  the 
.wall  on  the  left,  revealing  an  opening  similar  to  the  one 
she  and  Alice  had  crawled  through  in  order  to  get  into 
the  cave. 

“There!”  she  cried,  triumphantly.  “You  didn’t  know 
about  that,  did  you?  Now,  get  down  on  those  old  marrow¬ 
bones  of  yours  and  follow  me.” 

“Beast!”  muttered  Dithlow,  beneath  his  breath,  as  Mol¬ 
lie  crawled  into  the  opening. 

He  followed  her,  however,  and  Alice  brought  up  the  rear. 

It  seemed  quite  a  long  way  through  that  hole,  but  at 
last  they  came  out  into  another  passage  and  once  more  were 
able  to  stand  upright. 

Along  this  they  advanced,  but  they  had  not  gone  far 
before  they  perceived  a  light  in  the  distance,  moving  to¬ 
wards  them. 

The  squaw  grew  greatly  excited. 

“Now,  who  can  that  be?”  she  exclaimed.  “So  far  as  I 
know  there  is  only  one  person  in  the  whole  world  who 
knows  about  this  passage,  and  the  dear  knows  he’s  far 
enough  away.” 

As  they  waited,  Alice  saw  that  the  moving  light  ahead  of 
them  had  also  stopped,  but  presently  it  began  to  come  for¬ 
ward  again,  and  in  a  minute  they  saw  that  it  was  a  lan¬ 
tern  held  in  the  hand  of  a  tall  man  who  wore  a  high  hat. 

“What !  what!  what!”  cried  Mollie.  “No,  it  can't  be!" 

But  it  was ! 

The  man  raised  the  lantern  on  a  line  with  his  face  and 
Alice  recognized  the  Duke  of  Douglas  Street. 

“Mammy!  Oh,  mammy!”  he  shouted.  “Come  on!’’ 

“Oh,  Larry  !  Oh,  my  boy !”  cried  the  squaw,  and  she  was 
just  starting  ahead  when  suddenly,  and  without  a  warn¬ 
ing  sound,  a  vast  mass  of  rock  fell  from  the  roof  o L’  the 
passage  directly  in  her  path  with  a  deafening  crash. 

The  earth  trembled,  the  dust  rose  in  a  suffocating  cloud, 

Mollie  gave  a  piercing  scream  and  fell  on  her  knees. 

“Oh,  my  boy!  My  hoy  is  dead!”  she  moaned. 

Then,  in  the  distance  as  it  seemed,  the  crash  was  re¬ 
peated. 
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Was  it  the  echo,  or  had  there  been  another  rock  fall  there 
in  Big  Manitou  Cave? 

Alice  turned  her  flashlight  on  the  fallen  mass  and  saw 
that  their  way  was  completely  blocked. 


a 

At  Inst  they  came  to  the  end  of  t hr  drift,  which  vr«  u; 


against  a  wall  of  almost  pure  copper.  4 _ 

“Xo  Duke  as  yet/’  remarked  Mr.  Harrison.  “It  mint 
be  midnight  .now.” 

“Just  twelve  o’clock,”  neplitd  Harry,  consulting  '4| 


CHAPTER  XT. 

THE  MIDNIGHT  MEETING  IN  THE  MINE. 

Old  King  Brady  went  into  the  clubroom  with  Mr.  Harri¬ 
son,  while  Harry  remained  outside  with  Susie. 

Tt  was  quite  a  large  room  and  there  were  a  good  many 
men  assembled,  some  playing  cards  and  others  at  the  bil¬ 
liard  and  pool  tables,  but  Will  Harrison  was  not  among 
them. 

“Has  Will  been  here  this  evening,  Mr.  Fuller?”  the  su¬ 
perintendent  asked  one  of  the  men. 

“Xo,  he  hasn’t,  sir,”  was  the  reply.  “I  haven’t  seen 
Mr.  Will  since  quitting-time.” 

Mr.  Harrison  immediately  left  the  room. 

“This  must  be  looked  into,”  remarked  the  superinten¬ 
dent.  as  they  walked  toward  the  place  where  Harry  and 
Susie  had  been  left.  “I  have  always  supposed  that  when 
Will  went  out  of  an  evening  he  went  to  the  club.  He  must 
be  made  to  give  an  account  of  himself.  I  have  stood 
enough.” 

“Well,  father,  did  von  find  Will?”  asked  Susie,  when 
they  came  up. 

“Xo,  T  didn’t.  He  hasn’t  been  at  the  club  this  evening,” 
replied  Mr.  Harrison. 

Xo  more  was  said,  and  they  went  on  to  the  big  shaft- 
house.  meeting  no  one. 

Mr.  Harrison  knocked  sharply  on  the  door,  which  was 
immediately  opened  by  a  rough-looking  man. 

“Well,  here  we  are,  Mike,”  said  the  superintendent. 
“Are  you  ready?” 

“All  ready,  boss.  Does  Miss  Susie  go  down,  too?” 

“She  does.” 

They  entered  the  big  cage  used  for  lowering  the  work¬ 
men.  and  Mike  started  the  engine  going. 

Mr.  Harrison  had  a  lantern  which  had  been  provided 
by  Mike  and  Harry  carried  another. 

“ How  deep  are  you  here?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“About  twelve  hundred  feet.”  replied  the  superinten¬ 
dent.  “but  we  don’t  go  that  far.  The  place  where  the  dis¬ 
appearances  have  taken  place  is  in  the  drift  at  the'  five- 
hundred-foot  level.  Mike  will  stop  the  cage  there.” 

The  cage  came  to  a  standstill  a  moment  later  and.  Mr. 
Harrison  opening  tin*  door,  they  found  themselves  at  the 
month  of  a  tunnel  which  pierced  the  ledge  horizontally. 

He  -'topped  across  and  helped  Susie  over,  the  Bradys 
following. 

W  they  walked  along  they  saw  that  the  drift  had  been 
driven  in  on  a  line  with  the  vein.  They  were  walking 
over  what  appeared  to  be  a  bed  of  almost  pure  copper. 

“What  time  i  it.  I  winder?"  asked  Harry,  consulting 
bis  watch. 

“Ten  minute-  1o  twelve.”  he  added.  “It's  to  be  hoped 
the  Duke  will  be  prompt.” 

Meanwhile,  they  were  advancing,  and  Old  King  Brady 
wn<  on  the  lookout  for  some  secret  means  of  egress,  for 
that  such  exi-ted  he  felt  -ure,  but  his  observation  brought 
no  success. 


watch. 

“And  by  the  same  token  there  comes  his  grace  now!’ 
exclaimed  Old  King  Brady,  looking  back. 

And  the  Duke  it  was  approaching  them,  sure  enough. 

He  was  dressed  precisely  as  the  Bradys  had  seen  Dim  in 
Chicago.  His  threadbare  Prince  Albert  looked  shabbier 
than  ever,  his  flaming  red  tic  was  just  a-  brilliant  and  the 
battered  plug  hat  seemed  to  fairly  shine  with  whatever 
strange  polish  it  suited  him  to  apply  to  it. 

Old  King  Brady  stepped  forward  to  meet  him. 

“Good-evening,  Duke!”  he  said.  “Your  grace  is  piompf* 
nrys  itself.  It  is  just  midnight  now.” 

“Yes,  I  know.  I  am  always  prompt,”  replied  the  Duke. 
“But  this  is  not  a  good  evening,  Brady.  It  is  a  very  bad 
evening.  Why  the  woman?” 

“This  is  Mr.  Harrison  and  his  daughter.  Duke.” 

“We  have  met  before,  Mr.  Lawrence,  I  believe,”  said 
Harrison,  extending  his  hand. 

But  the  Duke  ignored  it. 

“1  have  nothing  to  do  with  you,  sir.”  he  said,  “and  less 
than  nothing  with  your  daughter.  Don’t  introduce  mfc 
I  don't  want  to  know  her,  much  less  speak  to  her.  What 
I  started  out  to  do  was  intended  for  the  benefit  of  my 
friends,  the  Bradys,  alone.  I  have  failed.” 

“Failed,  your  grace!  How  is  that?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady,  anxiously. 

“Permit  me  to  tell  my  story  in  my  own  way,”  replied 
the  Duke.  “Tt  may  prove  a  trifle  lengthy,  but  that  can’t 
1)0  helped.  Gentlemen,  you  behold  in  me  the  adopted  son 
of  an  Indian  squaw.  I  was  horn  in  this  section.  I  was 
raised  here.  I  was  educated  by  the  Jesuit  Fathers  at  the$ 
mission  on  Snake  Islet,  and  from  my  Indian  mammy  I 
learned  a  secret  which  the  fathers  also  knew.  It  was  the 
existence  of  a  large  cavern  under  Snake  Islet,  the  channel 
and  which  extended  in  under  the  ground  upon  which  we 
now  stand.  Connected  with  this  cavern  are  a  series  of  an¬ 
cient  drifts  made  by  the  Mound  Builders,  extending 
through  veins  of  copper  closely  associated  with  native  silver 
which  are  fabulously  rich.  This  secret  I  preserved  for 
years  until  finally  in  an  evil  hour  I  was  induced  to  sell  it 
to  that  fat,  crooked,  pig-headed  old  rascal.  Simon  Dithlow. 
for  the  sum  of  $100,000.  be  having  got  wind  of  the  fact 
that  such  old  workings  existed  through  a  report  printed  bv 
one  of  the  fathers  in  an  old  book  lie  had  picked  up  some¬ 
where.  Such  was  the  origin  of  the  society  of  the  Seven 
Sevens.  Such  is  their  secret  which  has  weighed  heavily 
upon  my  conscience  on  account  of  their  crooked  work  and 
their  crooked  wavs.” 

“Then  they  have  been  secretly  taking  ore  on  our  line.” 
broke  in  Mr.  Harrison.  „ 

“Sir.”  retorted  the  Duke,  “1  have  nothing  to  do  with 
you.  1  do  not  know  you.  1  deal  with  the  Bradys  alone. 
As  much  ns  three  million  has  been  secretly  taken  fro~\ 
these  workings  and  divided  among  seven  men.  the  Seven* 
Sevens,  as  thev  choose  to  style  themselves.  DitMow  i-  one. 
the  two  PowelK’.  father  and  son.  make  three,  your  crooked 
son,  Harrison,  i-  Xo.  4;  llaGer.  the  foremau  at  Big  Maui- 
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■N't*,  i *  Ao.  ;  a  !•  !’-*h  n  need  t\  1  •  i u  1 1  i-  No  (>,  ami  l  was 
H^ginaHv  \.'  inn  1  haw  mu  nut  wiili  tin  m  since  tin* 

-  ■>'.  mo*  iia vo  I  received  a  cent's  worth  of 

i  iv;u-ed  to  take  my  share  or  have  anything  to 
r  cm.  hut  1  '•wore  to  keep  their  secret.  When  they 
I  S.m.»u  Dithlow  am]  threatened  him  with  deatii 
o  gave  them  a  round  million,  which  they  did.  I 
’  •  o  n>>  dnry  to  expose  this  crooked  gang,  and  1  sent 
1  fm  '  Brad.'.-  ami  uave  them  a  ohw.  Thex  arc  licrc. 
t  Hi.-  iiead  was  wagging  faster  than  ever  nt>w\ 

I  1  '  l  b  ‘hat,  continued  the  Duke,  “but  they  ab- 
^■K*tcd  \o;  r  w.-rkim  n,  Harrison,  a-  you  know.  These  men 
all  alive.  J  hex  have  been  kept  in  the  cave  and  made 
Hp '"'ci  k  without  wages'.  They  arc  never  allowed  to  come 
.tf  I  oink  oi  tin'  rascality  of  it  all!  Then  Joe  Powell 
■ranted  a  wile.  \ou  wouldn’t  have  him  for  a  son-in-law. 
Hour  daughter  wouldn’t  have  him  for  a  husband,  so  he 
vii  creatures  of  his  own.  disguised  in  the  peculiar  garb 
I  of  the  »Seven  Sevens  lu  abduct  her.  They  blunder.  Get 
r  the  wrong  girl.  Montgomery  by  name.  I  try  to  rescue  her. 

.  Find  my  eld  mammy  already  on  the  job.  See  her,  see  the 
Montgomery  girl,  see  old  Dithlow,  think  I  have  won  out  for 
mv  friends,  the  Bradvs.  when,  presto  change!  The  heav- 
en-  fall  and  they  are  all  buried  alixe!” 

I  '*  I  Hike  !  Vi  bat  do  you  mean?”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

“Follow  me  ajul  I’ll  show  you,  old  man.”  replied  the 
H'uke,  and  he  turned  and  strutted  away,  wagging  his  head 
-'Lorn  side  to  side. 

I  Of  course,  all  followed  him,  but  they  did  not  have  to  go 
far,  for  presently  the  Duke  paused  and  pointing  to  the  left- 
hand  wall  of  the  drift  threw  the  lig^it  of  his  lantern  upon 
an  opening  barely  big  enough  for  a  man  to  crawl  through. 

“That’s  the  way  Tim  McCormick  went — that’s  the  way 
they  all  went,”  he  said,  “and  that’s  the  way  we  are  going 

W. 

He  had  removed  a  piece  of  rock  which  was  almost  pure 
Hopper  used  to  plug  the  hole. 

He  stooped  and  crawled  through  the  opening.  The 
<nbet>  following,  they  found  themselves  in  one  of  the  old 
^prehi.-torie  galleries  which  extended  upward  and  down¬ 
ward  on  an  abrupt  slant. 

“This  way  leads  to  a  secret  trap-door  in  the  cellar  of 
your  ore  house,  Harrison,”  said  the  Duke,  waving  his  hand 
imward.  “The  other  way  it  communicates  with  the  cavern, 
and  that  is  the  way  we  go.” 

He  hurried  on  down  the  slope. 

■  r  -  _ 

CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Tie  Duke  honestly  believed  that  old  Mollie  and  her  corn- 
lions  ha  1  perished  under  that  fall  of  rock. 
iBqtiaJlv  certain  was  Mollie  that  her  beloved  stepson  had 
Enrt  with  a  similar  fate,  and  Alice  for  awhile  had  her  hands  { 
f^l!  to  »i'jjet  the  squaw. 

1  u-  Dithlow'-  disgust  knexx  no  hounds. 

-kali  have  to  get  hack.”  he  said.  “Our  only  way 
to  j  -  out  by  the  regular  entrance  under  the  old 
’  ou -<•  if  we  are  not  interfered  with.  I  have 
*v  v  ill  Mirelv  have  some  one  on  Ibe  watch.” 
anyway,”  -aid  Alice.  “Of  course,  v,e  can’t 

to  retrace  their  .-top a,  hut  it  was  only  to 
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quickly  discover  that  the  situation  was  even  worse  than 
they  had  supposed,  for  before  they  had  gone  far  they  came 
upon  another  pile  of  fallen  rock. 

The  secoud  crash  thev  had  heard  was  no  echo. 

%/ 

It  was  despairing. 

They  returned  to  the  other  obstruction  and  for  awhile 
all  worked  to  try  to  clear  the  way. 

It  was  little  use,  however.  They  soon  came  hpon  masses 
which  their  united  strength  could  not  move. 

But  the  true  situation  was  different  from  what  they  sup¬ 
posed. 

The  probabilities  are  there  was  a  slight  earthquake  shock 
that  night. 

At  all  events,  the  rock  fell  in  three  places  instead  of  two 
and  the  third  fall  cut  off  the  imprisoned  miners  and  the 
guard  which  had  them  in  charge. 

Mollie  was  wrong  in  supposing  that  no  one  knew  of  the 
road  to  Eagle  Tslet  except  herself  and  the  Duke. 

This  was  known  to  all  of  the  Seven  Sevens  except  Dith¬ 
low  himself,  who  had  always  been  kept  more  or  less  in  the 
dark  about  the  doings  of  this  secret  hand.  The  guard  also 
knew  of  it  and  finding  themselves  hopelessly  cut  off  in 
the  direction  of  Snake  Islet  by  one  huge  block  of  stone 
which  had  fallen,  when  morning  came  they,  together  with 
the  imprisoned  workmen,  started  to  dig  out  the  other  way. 

It  was  not  until  noon  that  the  accident  became  known  to 
the  Powells  and  their  associates,  but  they  had  the  duties  of 
the  day  to  perform  at  the  Manitou  Mine. 

They  knew  that  Alice,  Mollie  and  Dithlow  had  vanished, 
and  when  they  learned  what  had  happened,  and  through 
Will  Harrison  that  no  one  had  turned  up  on  Eagle  Islet, 
they  came  to  the  conclusion  that  there  had  been  a  general 
collapse  and  that  not  only  their  prisoners,  but  the  workmen 
and  their  guard  as  well  were  all  dead. 

At  all  events  it  was  not  until  night  that  they  made  any 
move  to  ascertain  the  true  situation. 

Meanwhile,  the  miners  and  the  guard  were  working  all 
they  knew  how  to  force  an  exit  in  the  direction  of  Eagle 
Islet,  and  as  the  day  advanced  the  noise  they  made  reached 
the  ears  of  Alice,  Mollie  and  Dithlow. 

They  hurried  to  the  obstruction  behind  them  and  waited 
with  renewed  hope. 

Towards  night  they  had  advanced  far  enough  for  Dith¬ 
low  to  he  able  to  make  known  -their  presence  on  the  other 
side. 

“Keep  it  up,  hoys!”  he  shouted.  “The  day  of  the  Seven 
Sevens  is  all  over.  It’s  a  thousand  apiece  to  you  if  you 
get  me  safe  out  of  this.” 

And  keep  it  up  they  did,  with  occasional  intervals  of  rest. 
At  about  eleven  o’clock  the  last  obstruction  was  removed 
and  the  miners  and  the  guard  joined  Alice,  Mollie  and 
Dithlow. 

Long  before  they  had  been  told  that  they  had  another 
obstruction  to  encounter. 

Dithlow  urged  them  to  go  right  at  it  and,  fatigued 
though  they  were,  they  did  so,  and  it  was  necessary  if  they 
expected  to  save  their  li\cs,  for  the  air  was  now  growing 
very  foul. 

At  midnight  Ihev  were  still  , at  it,  with  only  the  most 
general  idea  of  how  much  further  they  had  to  go. 

Tliex  were  working  axvax  while  the  Duke  was  telling  hit? 
long  -xxinded  story  in  the  ‘>00  foot  le  x  cl  drift  of  old  No.  1. 
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The  Brail  vs,  with  Mr.  Harrison  and  his  daughter,  fol¬ 
lowed  the  Duke  down  the  slope. 

Presently  they  came  to  a  cross-passage  opening  on  their 
left. 

“Where  does  this  lead  to.  Duke?’'  the  old  detective  asked. 

“That,  sir,”  replied  the  Duke,  “leads  to  a  small  cave 
on  Deer  Islet,  the  existence  of  which  1  believe  to  be  known 
only  to  myself.  It  is  there  that  1  spent  this  black  day 
which  has  just  passed,  waiting  for  the  hour  of  my  ap¬ 
pointment  to  come.” 

It  was  not  long  now  before  they  came  upon  the  fallen 
rock. 

“There!”  said  the  Duke.  “Behold  the  tomb  of  those 
yo  i  seek.  Alas!  for  my  Indian  mammy!” 

All  had  been  still  until  he  spoke,  but  now  behind  the 
rocks  a  shrill  cry  was  raised. 

“Oh,  Larry!  Dear  Larry!  Arc  you  then  alive?”  a 
woman’s  voice  screamed. 

“Mammy  !”  veiled  the  Duke. 

v  V 

“  Alice,  are  you  there?”  shouted  Harry. 

“Here.  Harry!”  Alice’s  voice  replied.  “We  had  given 
it  up.  We  had  no  idea  we  were  so  near  through.” 

And  immediately  a  great  bustle  was  heard  and  the  rocks 
went  flying. 

It  was  hustle  on  both  sides,  for  the  Bradys  and  Mr.  Har¬ 
rison  helped,  and  the  Duke  went  at  it  for  all  he  was  worth. 
Even  Susie  lent  a  hand,  and  in  a  short  time  the  way  was 
cleared. 

“Ha!  Mr.  Dithlow!”  cried  Harrison.  “I  thought  I 
recognized  vour  voice.  Let  me  introduce  Old  King  Bradv, 
who  has  been  searching  the  world  for  you!  My  missing 
men,  I  see.  Well,  hoys,  what  charges  have  you  to  make 
against  this  man  ?” 

“He  is  boss  of  the  whole  bunch  and  ought  to  be  ar¬ 
rested,”  one  cried. 

They  returned  by  the  way  they  had  come,  and  the  signal 
being  given  to  Mike,  the  Bradys,  the  Harrisons,  the  Duke 
and  Mollic  were  hauled  up  in  the  cage,  the  others  remain¬ 
ing  behind  for  a  second  trip. 

On  Ihe  way  up  Alice  explained  Mr.  Dithlow’s  position  to 
Old  King  Brady. 

“F  insist  that  the  man  be  arrested,”  said  Mr.  Harrison. 

For  a  moment  Old  King  Brady  was  silent,  and  then  he 
paid  : 

“Mr.  Harrison.  I  can’t  do  it.  J  have  nothing  to  do  with 
tills  end  of  the  affair,  but  .Toe  Powell  abducted  Miss  Mont¬ 
gomery,  and  thoi'C  associated  with  him  helped.  If  I  can 
get  them  they  arc  my  game.” 

The  others  came  up  then. 

“Let  us  go  directly  to  Snake  Islet  and  wait  for  t lie 
Powells  and  their  pals  to  come  up  out  of  the  cave,  if  they 
are  down  there.”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Perhaps  your 
five  men  will  go  with  us,”  lie  added.  “C  ertainly  von  have 
coffered  enough  at  their  hands.” 


to  the  house.  He  even  offered  Alice  and  the  Duke  a  thou¬ 
sand  each,  but  both  refused. 

Arrived  at  Snake  Islet,  they  forced  an  entrance  to  Die 
old  mission-house  and  this  time  the  Bradys,  posted  & 
Alice,  found  the  trap-door. 

Raising  it  and  listening,  they  could  hear  voices  in  the 
distance.  ► 

They  waited  over  an  hour,  and  then  heard  the  men  ruin¬ 
ing. 

As  luck  would  have  it.  Will  Harrison  was  the  first  to 
appear,  and  the  Bradys  promptly  pounced  upon  him. 

Harry  covered  him  with  a  revolver  so  he  had  no  chance 
to  sound  a  warning,  and  they  got  the  elder  Powell  and 
Joe  in  the  same  way.  These  three  proved  to  be  all  there _ 
were  below. 

They  were  taken  over  to  Eagle  U-let  and  locked  in  one  • 
of  t ho  ore  houses. 

Next  morning  the  Bradys  rounded  them  up  at  James-* 
burg  jail.  * 

Xo  attempt  was  made  to  get  the  others,  who  promptly 
disappeared. 

And  so  did  the  Duke  and  old  Mollic  do  the  vanishing 

act. 

Later  they  learned,  however,  that  the  Duke  was  still 
parading  Milwaukee  avenue  and  that  an  old  Indian  squa^, 
was  keeping  house  for  him.  Later  still — hut  a  short  time 
ago — they  read  of  the  death  of  this  remarkable  eccentric,  in 
a  Chicago  paper.  4| 

The  Powells  and  Will  Harrison  were  held  on  Old  King 
Brady's  charge  until  Air.  Harrison  could  act.  and  they  were 
Ihen  rearrested  on  tin* charge  of  robbing  the  Eagle  Islet 
Copper  Co.,  as  was  Simon  Dithlow,  then  in  Chicago,  to 
which  city  he  returned  with  the  Bradys  and  Alice. 

There  was  a  long  delay  over  their  case,  and  the  pris¬ 
oners  were  admitted  to  bail.  , 

At  last  the  charge  was  withdrawn  and  Old  King  Brady, 
curious  to  understand  why,  wrote  to  Mr.  Harrison  and 
asked  him.  ^ 

He  got  n  prompt  reply  to  the  effect  that  Dithlow  and  the 
Powells  had  made  retribution  to  the  Eagle  Islet  Company 
to  the  tune  of  two  millions,  and  that  his  son  had  chipped  iu 
a  quarter  of  a  million  more. 

And  so  the  Seven  Scums  wriggled  out  of  it. 

The  Bradys  were  indifferent. 

To  them  Mr.  Dithlow  acted  very  liberally  and  in  addi¬ 
tion  to  the  check,  he  sent  Alice  a  fine  diamond  brooch, 
with  a  most  complimentary  letter. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “THE  BRADYS  AND 
THE  BURGLARS;  OR,  THE  C  LEW  IX  THE  BANK 
VAULT.” 

SEND  POSTAL  FOR  GUR  FREE  CATALOGUE. 
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The  fl'e  men  lonsented.  and  the  'tart  was  made.  I  SPECIAL  NOTICE: — All  back  numbers  of  this  weekly, 

Mr.  Hanbo:;  went  with  them  and  so  did  t  lie  guard,  j  except  the  following,  are  in  print :  1  to  6,  9.  13,  42,  16,  4h 
A  nee.  with  Swop.  Mr.  Dithlow.  M<dlie  and  the  Duke.  went.  53,  to  5(>,  G3.  81.  If  you  cannot  obtain  the  ones 'you  wanj^ 

to  the  -nt  (Mint  edeut'-  house.  from  any  newsdealer.  send  the  price  in  money  or  postage 

P»*  ron  t  *  i.itd  1  ft  Mr.  Dithlow  gave  each  one  a  check  stamps  by  mail  to  FRANK  TOUSEY.  Publisher,  Its 

'"o'  ^  •  .01)0  t  "  i 1  -  t  ‘.ther  live  Ik  w.mld  pay  them  Inter.  Wc-t  23d  street,  New  York  City,  and  you  will  receive  tin* 

lie  settled  w  tli  Mollic  in  the  •nine  way  a-  soon  a-  they  got  copies  you  order  by  return  mail. 
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V  Ql  EHlt  COMPANION*. 


By  John  Sherman 


I  hailed  one  of  the  men  and  asked  him  if  he  could  not 
stop  them. 

They  were  now  directly  beneath  my  tree,  and  yelping; 
like  mud. 

The  men  came,  and  finally  succeeded  in  getting  them 
away,  and  by  and  by  I  dropped  off  into  a  doze  and  obtained 
One  morning  the  sunbeams  came  struggling  through  '  quite  a  comfortable  sleep, 
the  clouds,  and  assured  me  that  we  were  likely  to  have  a  I  When  l  was  at  length  awakened  it  was  by  the  dogs  under 
pleasant  day.  my  tree  again,  where  they  were  howling  and  snapping 

1  had  not  been  in  the  woods  for  more  than  a  week,  and .  worse  than  ever. 

I  took  this  opportunity  to  stretch  myself.  i  I  halloaed  at  them,  and  told  them  to  go  and  lie  down, 

The  ground  to  the  northward  was  nearly  all  covered  and  they  were  once  more  quieted. 


with  water,  but  there  was  a  finely-wooded  strip  to  the 
>«  nthward  and  westward,  and  in  this  direction  we  went 


Again  I  slept,  and  again  1  was  aroused  as  before. 

The  rain  was  still  falling,  and  the  darkness  was  as  thick 


v  Within  three  hours  after  reaching  the  forest  we  had  and  impenetrable  as  ever. 


shut  two  roan  antelopes  and  a  tine  springbok,  and  our  en¬ 
thusiasm  was  at  a' high  pitch. 

*  Just  after  noon  we  bagged  another  springbok,  and  in 


Just  for  experiment’s  sake,  I  swept  my  hand  before  mv 
eves,  but  could  see  nothing  of  it. 

A  second  time  I  passed  my  hand  along,  and  while  strain- 
half  an  hour  afterward  we  discovered  a  herd  of  buffaloes  ing  mv  eves  to  detect  it  I  fancied  that  there  was  a  change 


through  an  opening  in  the  wood. 


in  the  darkness. 


Away  went  the  game,  and  away  went  we,  and  the  result  j  could  not  see  my  hand,  but  I  thought  I  saw  two  lu- 


wa-  that  in  little  over  an  hour  we  had  brought  down  two 
of  the  best  bulls  of  the  herd. 

We  took  careful  bearings  of  the  place,  so  as  to  send 
yur.e  of  the  natives  out  on  the  next  day  for  the  meat,  and 
then  started  on  our  return. 

We  pushed  on  for  an  hour,  when  night  and  storm  came 


ruinous  spots  not  far  away  in  the  gloom,  like  phosphores¬ 
cent  bubbles  on  inky  water. 

I  held  up  my  hand  and  they  were  shut  out. 
i  moved  my  hand  away,  and  saw  them  again. 

So  it  was  no  illusion  of  my  vision. 

I  watched  the  spots  for  some  seconds,  and  was  eon- 


fcpgether.  and  the  darkness  shut  down  so  intensely  that  I  yineed  that  they  moved, 
could  not  sec  my  own  hand  as  I  held  it  up  before  me.  I  noticed  also  that  they  changed  color,  from  a  red  to  a 

We  secured  our  horses  as  well  as  we  could,  and  then  greenish  hue. 
called  the  dogs  to  us,  and  bade  them  lie  down  and  keep  j  wag  now  thoroughly  awake. 


quiet;  but  they  did  not  seem  inclined  to  do  either. 

They  ran  to  and  fro,  howling  and  snapping,  and  if  1 
Lad  had  the  cords  with  me  I  would  have  tied  them;  but 
ft  I  had  nothing  of  the  kind.  I  was  forced  to  let  them  go. 


T 


Iain  was 


falling, 


but  not  very  heavily,  and  having 


found  a  soft,  grassy  spot  beneath  a  large  tree  of  some  sort, 


My  first  impulse  was  to  slide  down  to  the  ground. 

My  second  was  to  strike  a  match. 

But  I  did  neither. 

I  knew  that  daylight  could  not  be  very  far  off,  and  1 
finally  determined  to  stay  where  I  was. 

There  may  have  been  a  little  recklessness  in  the  decision. 


%drew  a  springbok  skin  over  my  shoulders  and  lay  down,  j  couid  not  help  it. 

I  But  I  could  not  sleep.  ^  _  My  rifle  was  upon  the  ground,  but  I  had  rnv  heavy  pis- 

The  dogs  kept  up  their  running  and  howling  and  the  ^  wjth  and  th  were  both  earefully  loaded  and  had 
horses  seemed  uneasy.  I  been  ]-ept  (qry 

We  had  no  lantern  with  us,  but  I  had  some  matches,  ^  an(|  ,  ‘j* 


and  bv  striking  half  a  dozen  of  them  I  was  enabled  to  see 
Ait  the  horses  were  safe  and  that  all  appeared  right  in 

other  directions. 

“There  is  no  knowing.”  said  one,  “what  may  come  along 
■%  this  darkness,  so  I  think  I'll  sleep  in  a  tree.”  t 

The  idea  struck  me  as  being  a  good  one,  and  I  told  him 
I  would  follow  hi?  example. 

We  asked  the  others  if  they  wished  to  do  the  same  thing, 
told  us  that  they  did  not  intend  to  sleep. 

Bv  the  light  of  my  waxen  matches  I  had  discovered  the 
form  of  the  tree  beneath  which  I  had  been  resting,  and 
Rhbout  much  trouble  I  made  ray  way  up  until  [  reached  a 
y,M\  where  the  main  trunk  branched  off  into  three  limbs, 
Sml  A- re  I  fixed  myself,  getting  a  good  seat,  and  a  good 
x  •  i  for  my  back. 

J  called  :o  my  companion,  and  he  informed  me  that  he 

wa*  mU*. 

'i  •  ru  n  fell  upon  me,  dripping  lazily  through  the  foli- 
jfe  *  bo  re  rn<'.  but  I  did  not  mind  that. 

Rie  do/*  dMtirbc"]  roc  moat  with  their  terrible  howling. 


blackness  of  the  forest  began  to  break  and 
those  two  luminous  spots  grew  dim. 

Slowly  the  veil  was  lifted,  and  ere  long  I  saw  other  spots, 
and  more  of  them. 

The  seconds  crept  on,  and  the  darkness  grew  less  and 
less;  and  finally  my  companion  of  the  night  was  revealed 
to  me. 

There  he  crouched  upon  the  limb  on  which  I  sat,  not 
more  than  fifteen  feet  from  me — a  full-grown  leopard. 

Hud  he  been  a  full-grown  lion,  1  think  I  should  have 
been  tempted  to  fire. 

The  eh  a  neb  was  too  great  to  throw  away,  and  at  that 
distance  my  pistol  was  powerful  enough. 

1  drew  the  weapon  and  cocked  it,  and  then  earefully 
took  my  aim  with  both  hands,  the  line  of  my  sight  striking 
one  of  those  glaring  eyes. 

1  fired,  and  then  dropped  from  my  perch  to  the  ground; 
and  in  a  moment  more  the  leopard  was  by  my  side;  but  I 
wag  unharmed,  and  be  was  dead. 

Jn  a  very  few  moments  my  friends  were  upon  the  spot, 


while  the  do"',  a-;  though  t<>  show  n>  that  they  had  been  in 
the  right  all  the  while,  capered  and  yelped  with  delight. 

It  was  rather  a  pleasant  adventure  at  the  o^d  of  our 
night's  experience;  and  the  leopard  skin  was  reserved  for 
iny  cabinet  of  souvenirs. 


ORINOCO  RUBBER  FORESTS. 


In  answer  to  an  inquiry  concerning  the  wild  rubber  for¬ 
ests  of  the  Orinoco  River,  Consul  Isaac  A.  Manning  of 
La  Guavra,  furnishes  the  following  consular  report,  pre¬ 
pared  bv  Consular  Agent  Robert  Henderson  of  Ciudad 
Bolivar : . 

Two  elastic  products,  or  two  kinds  of  rubber,  are  shipped 


As  to  the  feasibility  of  North  Americans  performing  the 
i  work  of  rubber  gatherers,  it  is,  of  course,  necessary  to  un- 
i  derstand  that  rubber  and  balata  usually  are  found  in  the 
lowlands,  which  are  apt  to  he  swampy,  infested  with 
fectious  insects,  miasmas,  etc.  Proper  care  to  guard  from 
the  dangers  of  low  tropical  countries  should,  however,  make 
it  possible  for  men  from  the  United  States  to  work  ther*. 
It  is  better,  however,  to  employ  native  hunters,  who  are  apt 
to  be  immune  from  yellow  fever  and  who  have  become  pos¬ 
sessed  of  congenital  ability  to  withstand  the  rigors  of  the 
climate. 


FISH  PROTECTED  BY  ELECTRICITY. 

_  9, 


from  Southeastern  Venezuela — the  Castilloa  elastica,  rub¬ 
ber  used  where  great  elasticity  is  required,  and  balata,  a 
class  of  gutta-percha.  The  prices  paid  for  these  products 
per  pound  in  Ciudad  Bolivar  are  42  to  40  cents  for  balata 
and  65  cents  to  $1.10  for  india  rubber.  < 

The  products  are  brought  from  the  district  where  they 
are  collected  to  Ciudad  Bolivar  either  on  mulebaek  or  in 
ox-carts,  at  a  cost  of  $2.40  to  $4  per  100  pounds.  To  reach 
tin1  Cassiquiare  district  a  number  of  portages  would  be 
necessary,  on  account  of  rapids.  Ciudad  Bolivar  is  closely 
connected  with  Port  of  Spain,  Trinidad]  and  will  soon 
have  direct  steamship  communication  with  the  port  of  La 
Guayra,  tints  giving  it  easy  communication  with  the  United 
States. 

The  districts  of  Jeres  and  the  Orinoco  delta  produce  the 
greater  part  of  the  balata,  while  the  greater  production  of 
india  rubber  is  from  Sucre  and  the  Amazonas  territory. 
The  lands  from  which  these  products  are  collected  belong  to 
the  Government  of  Venezuela,  although  many  concessions 
have  been  granted  in  this  district,  some  of  which  are  in 
dispute.  One  entering  there  for  the  purpose  of  exploiting 
either  of  these  products  would  have  to  be  careful  to  keep 
free  from  trespass  suits  for  having  worked  within  the  un¬ 
marked  boundaries  of  some  concessionaire. 

To  exploit  either  rubber  or  balata,  one  must  first  get  pep- 
mission  from  the  Government  of  the  State  where  the  prod¬ 
uct  is  to  be  taken,  according  to  the  law  covering  the  matter, 
which  tixes  the  amount  of  local  tax  to  be  paid  the  State 
by  each  collector,  and  requires  that  the  tapping  shall  be 
done  in  a  manner  calculated  to  prevent  injury  to  the  tree, 
and  during  certain  months  of  the  year,  usually  from  April 
to  December.  The  bulk  of  the  output  is  gathered  during 
this  period.  One  man  can  collect  the  sap  from  only  one 
balata  tree  a  day,  while  a  day's  work  among  the  castilloa  or 
India  rubber  covers  ten  or  twelve  trees.  The  balata  tree 
produces  three  to  five  pounds  of  gutta-percha,  and  the  india 
rubber  tree  about  half  a  pound  of  dry  coagulated  rubber. 

Coagulation  of  the  balata  is  brought  about  by  boiling; 
that  of  the  rubber  by  smoking  or  by  use  of  acids.  No  es¬ 
tablished  formula  seems  to  be  in  use  by  any  rubber  hunters. 

The  product  is  6old  freely,  is  rarely  contracted  for  be¬ 
fore  gathering,  and  no  syndicate  bolds  any  monopoly  of 
this  industry.  Concessions  granted  vary  from  two  to 
twenty-five  square  leagues.  The  rubber  hunters  usually  sell 
their  product  for  cash,  although  where  the  purchaser  is  also 
a  merchant  a  good  part  of  the  money  is  turned  into  mer¬ 
chandise. 


When  it  comes  to  a  consideration  of  those  who  are  well 
heeled  to  protect  themselves  against  enemies,  do  not  for¬ 
get  the  electrical  fishes  that  run  in  the  sea. 

Nature  has  endowed  these  denizens  of  the  deep  with 
batteries  which  come  in  right  handily  in  overcoming  foes 
of  those  of  their  finny  neighbors  upon  which  they  prey. 

Probably  the  most  dangerous  is  the  torpedo,  a  fish  of 
the  same  family  and  appearance  as  the  rays.  The  torpedo 
is  a  disk-like  creature,  frequently  attaining  a  length  of 
five  feet  and  a  weight  of  200  pounds.  They  abound  on  We 
Atlantic  coast  and  sometimes  fishermen  who  make  them 
captive  in  their  nets  are  very  sorry  for  it.  Recklessly  han¬ 
dled,  the  torpedoes  quickly  wreak  vengeance  on  their  can¬ 
tors.  The  shock  they  give  is  tremendous,  and  strong  men 
have  often  been  knocked  down  and  paralyzed  for  a  con¬ 
siderable  time. 

In  the  fresh  water,  particularly  the  marshes  and  slug¬ 
gish  streams  of  Brazil  and  Guiana,  there  is  to  be  found  the 
electric  eel.  This  fellow  is  very  like  the  common  eel  wh^h 
is  found  in  our  own  American  waters  as  to  general  looks. 

The  difference — the  presence  within  it  of  the  natural 
electric  battery — is  a  tremendous  one,  though.  This,  says 
Dr.  R.  W.  Shutfeldt  in  the  Scientific  American,  cousins 
of  two  pairs  of  peculiarly  constituted  bodies,  passing  be¬ 
tween  the  skin  and  the  muscles,  longitudinally,  in  the  re¬ 
gion  of  the  tail — one  pair  being  next  to  the  back,  and  the 
other  along  the  anal  (in.  Upward  of  250  cells  make  up  the 
structure  of  one  of  these  organs,  and  they  receive  a  vei y 
generous  nerve  supply. 

Now,  when  one  comes  to  know  that  an  eel  of  this  species 
mav  attain  a  length  of  fully  six  feet  and  possesses  the  pdv- 
er  of  voluntarily  giving  a  shock  with  its  battery  at  any  in¬ 
stant.  it  will  at  once  be  appreciated  what  a  truly  formidable 
creature  this  fish  reallv  is. 


Moreover,  it  having  a  smooth,  finless  back,  the  bodv  for 
its  entire  length  being  of  a  dull  brownish  color  above,  it 
becomes  quite  difficult  to  see  it  in  the  water  where  it  lies, 
especially  if  the  latter  be  stirred  up  and  made  muddy.  .It 
is  then  that  this  most  powerful  of  all  electrical  fishes  be¬ 
comes  the  most  dangerous  both  to  man  and  beast. 

Examination  of  one  of  these  electrical  organs  has  show*i 
that  in  action  it  is  very  much  like  a  galvauic  positive,  the 
posterior  negative,  and  l he  current  only  discharged  at  the 
point  of  contact  with  an  object.  This  has  been  proved  to 
be  so  powerful  when  complete  that  chemical  compounds  are 
decomposed  by  it  and  steel  needles  magnetised. 


i 


BOYS 


reloading  L*n 

[>*.:»  arv  ca^Jaof  ih«  b«M  k-rj>  le*  of 
tV«K' 


REPEATING  AIR  RIFLE 

of  rifie&Macho*.  Workin 


gltcor  nuuKlncIio*.  Wording  I 

The  stock  u  finely  polish  A  walnut. 


■^0t-  You  th£  *  i  r  ri  fl*  for  d  1  str  1  bu  1 1  ng  o  ti  1  yj  *  f  ou? 

\t.  i  ill  \  V>  ■  ■  y  zn  Vs.Ypmeiml  '”>*>*,  will  take  on*.  1  I  coots  \ 

X>.  u  I  •!•  gr,/lk  thc^*  J°°  l'laiaY°«rr-  Sond  no  money,  in«t_your  n 


IMITATION 


luck 


pain.  You 
mill  you  g: 
Price.  10c. 


Cl  T  FINGER. 

A  cardboard  finger, 
carefully  bandaged 
with  linen,  and  the 
aide  and  end  are 
blood-stained.  When 
you  slip  it  on  your 
finger  and  show  It  to 
your  friends.  Just 
give  a  groan  or  two. 
nu  se  It  up.  and  pull 
will  get  nothing  but 
Ive  them  the  laugh. 
.  postpaid. 


_ _ _ _ _ jHme  an'. 

Atlama  >Bt..  CHICAfiO. 


JtL 


■4 


A  NO,  sis  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn,  X.  Y. 

THE  HINDOO  WHIRIER. 

A  w  h  it  e  wood, 
notched  stick,  SV3 
inches  long,  with  a 
pivot  at  the  end.  on 
which  a  metal  arm 
revolves.  Your  friend 
ith  a  toothpick,  but  he 
arm  spin  unless  he 
You  can  scrape  the 
metal  whirls 
way,  and  at 


w 


scrapes  the  notches 
cannot  make  the  metal 
understands  the  secret, 
stick  in  a  certain  way,  and  the 
to  the  right.  Scrape  the  same 
the  word  of  command  you  can  make  it  re¬ 
wive  In  the  opposite  direction.  A  mystifying 
novelty  which  will  puzzle  and  amuse  every¬ 
body.  Price.  10o.,  postpaid. 

_ M.  O’NEILL.  425  W.  56th  St.,  X.  Y. 

THE  SI  KPRISE  FOUNTAIN  PEN 

A  novelty  of  the 
greatest  merit!  it 
looks  just  like  a  gen¬ 
uine  fountain  pen.  But 

k  k  -  -  it  isn’t.  That’s  where 

the  joke  comes  in.  If 
take  oft'  the  cover,  a  nice,  ripe,  juicy 
:mon  appears.  Then  you  give  the  friend 

•  you  lend  it  to  the  merry  "ha-ha.”  You 
might  call  it  an  e\e»  lasting  Joke  because  you 
1  can  use  it  over  and  over  again.  Price  by 
|  mall,  postpaid.  ^0c. 

WOLIF  NOVELTY  C°„  29  W.  26th  St.,  X.  Y 
THE  TOM-TOM  DRUM.  ~ 

Hold  the  drum  in  one  hand 
tnd  with  the  thumb  of  the  other 
t  resting  against  the  .  side,  of  the 
drum  manipulate  the  drumstick 
with  the  fingers  of  the  same 

hand  (as  indicated  in  the  cut). 
With  practice  it  is  possible  to 
attain  as  great  skill  as- with  a  real  drum.  The 
u-.'VJible  sounding  hoard  can  be  adjusted  for 
either  heavy  or  light  playing.  They  are  used 
extensively  in  schools  for  marching. 

Price,  lOe.  each,  delivered  free. 
J.  KENNEDY.  303  YVest  127th  St..  N.  Y. 


THE  LITTLE  GEM 


Litt^e'Sect 

TEAXJOKMt. 


money:  each  one  put 
llustrated.  with  full 
them.  Price,  12c.,  postpaid. 


TELEPHONE. 

The  transmitter  in 
this  telephone  Is 
made  from  the  best 
Imported  parchment; 
with  ordinary  use 
will  last  a  long  time; 
can  be  made  in  any 
length  by  .adding 
cord ;  the  only  real 
telephone  for  the 
up  in  a  neat  box;  fully 
directions  how  to  use 


*WGLiF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  X.  Y. 

THE  BOO-BOO  CARD 

Here  Is  an  innocent,  and 
very  laughable  ..  practical 
Joke.  It  consists  of  a  card, 
postal  size,  blackened  on  one 
side,  except  a  while  circle  In 
the  center.  On  the  other 
is  an  interesting  sentence, 
p-inted  In  spiral  form,  so  that  one  has  to  keep  tam¬ 
ing  the  card  around  and  around  In  order  to  read  it. 
The  torn  ag  of  the  card  causes  the  dark  side  to 
t.aczen  ibe  reader's  fingers. 

Price  lO  cents  each  by  mall,  postpaid. 

J.  KENNEDY,  303  V««t  127th  St..  N.  Y. 

C  VKD  THROUGH  THE  HAT  TRICK 

With  this  trick  you  bar- 
row  a  hat,  and  appar¬ 
ently  shove  a  card  up 
through  the  crown, 
without  injuring  the 
card  or  hat.  The  oper¬ 
ation  can  be  reversed, 
the  performer  seemingly 
pushing  the  card  down 
through  the  crown  into 
the  hat  again.  It  Is  a 
trick  which  will  puzzle 
yd  interest  *he  'losest  observer  and  detection 
h  a.moet  impossible.  It  Is  so  simple  that  a 
'  'an  i»arn  how  to  perform  It  In  a  few 

r  IT:  (M. 

i  ■  Hi  rests  seen,  by  mall,  post-paid 

Jtf.  O'Xhlt.L,  425  W.  Mtb  »t.,  X.  Y. 
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ey 

CIGAR  THAT  LOCKS  LIKE  THE  REAL  THING 


NO 

NO 


TOBACCO 
FIRE  cy 
NO  MATCHES  ^ 


But  It  Smokes 
But  It  Smokes 
But  It  Smokes 


ALWAYS  HEADY. 

AGENTS  WANTEO  —  Send  12  cents  In  stomps  for  sample, 

I.  (Si  M.  NOVELTY  WORKS. 

738-740  Madison  St.,  Chicago,  ill. 


The  mysterious,  wonderful 
way  of  writing.  10c.  a  bot- 
MYSTERY  SHOP,  14  Liberty  St. t 


“INVISIBLE  INK” 

tie  (in  coin). 

Dept.  F.,  Cinn. 


EVERY  BOY  HIS  OWN  TOY  MAKER 

Thin  took  give*  pltti/i  in&tiautlcu*  far  making  rtteam  engines, 
wind  mills,  wet  battery,  Toy  telephone,  m*gio  lantern,  boats  ol 
every  kind.  klle$,  balloons,  masks,  \vagou»,  toy  houxe*,  bows  and 
arrows,  tUblug  tu.klr-,  popguns,  allnxa,  atilt*.  Uni  and  rabbit 
Hups,  and  do/ieus  ol  oilier*.  ‘J00  ill  iialialiond.  Price  10  cents.  Big 
toy  catalogue  tree. 

A  OIK  NOVELTY  00.,  1079T  Simpson  St..  New  York 


WATCH 


RiNc&rsi 

CMASN&  S2 


ups 


aitd  CbtLa, 


FOR  SELLING  POST,  CARDS 

We  positive: r  give  FKiiL  a  BTBM  WIND,  bTBM 
BEAUTIFULLY  ENGRAVED,  Plc^J  WATCH,  •quuE 
in  cppearancc  to  Solid  Gold  Watcfc,  American  lead tp 
gAaraataed  6  years:,  and  &  beautiful  <?v 
Ring ,  for  seliinz  only  20  p*»ckt*gf>,’  of 
beautiful  high  grada  usrt  poec  care* 
at  10o  a  package.  Order  20  ptek- . 
ages,  and  when  «old,  send  uu  $2,  arnl < 
wo  >111  pc3ltr?diy  gendyou  the  Wato' 

HELLS  lli'G.  CO,,  DEBT.  212  ClilCAfcU. 


mOER  ASEE9T3  WANTED 

in  each  town  to  ride  and  exhibit  sample 
:191a  Bicycle.  Write  for  sfeci.il  offer. 

We  Ship  on  Approval  without  a  cent 
deposit,  allow  to  DAYS  FliSE.  TKIAi. 
and  prepay  freight  on  eves')  bicycle. 

_ _  FACTORY  PRICES  on  bicycles, Hrea 

_ _  _  aadsucdrles.  ^?<7»vr3i<vLntilyoarecelveojrcat- 

alogs  and  learn  our  utihe  xrd of  prices  and  marvelous  spec  iai  offer. 
Tiros,  coaster  brake  rear  wheels,  lamps,  sundries,  halt  prices. 

BSEAD  CYCLE  CO.,  Dapt.  P-li8L’  Chicago,  ill 

¥/ATSHBiNa&OHASN 

We  positively  griva  to  BOYS  and  GIRLS  « 
BEAUTIFUL  American  -  Made  stem  -  wind, 
stem-set  watch  with  haiuipomely  desijrned 
case,  proper  size.  GUARANTEED  6  YRS. 
Also  dainty  rirnf,  set  with  three  aparkiing 
stones,  for  selling  20  jewelry  articles  at 
10c  each.  Order  ic* weir y 
today.  When  sola  send  %z 
and  we  will  send  watch, 
rinjr  and  chain. 

W*«  Lluaran tee  Satisfaction. 

Dale  V/sich  Co.,  Dept.  G2,  Chicago 


FOR  A  DIM 

Fiti  rocf  of  mouth;  slwa 


LOTS  OF  FUN 

Veetriloquists  Double  Throat  5a visible;  grontOBC  tLing  yet. 

^7]^  Attonlah  aad  xnyctlfy  your  fritads.  Nel^h  like  a  horse;  whine  like  a 
puppy;  eic?  ULo  a  esnsry  and  Imitate  birds  and  b*t£t*  of  field  bd4 
vforeab  LOADS  Cf  FUN*  Wonderful  Invonttcn.  Ibfae- 
*an<Ia  flold.  Price  only  10  cents;  4  fbr  25  cent*  or  12  {*»  SOc^nts. 
DOUDLE  THROAT  CO.  DEPT.  K  F&ENCHT0V, N,N. J. 


_ _ _  -Jt  f  ^ 

"iOYSAER  RIFLE 

!•  daody  rifle  free  for  selling  20  pkgs  AH1 
Post  Cards  at  10c  per  pkt.’e.  Send  for  cards  today, 
f  ben  sold  .send  us  42.00  and  rifle  will  be  sent  vou  at  once. 

OATES  MFC.  CO.,  DEPT.  504,  CHICAGO. 


Vo*  Vkffbook  right  throngh  yoc 
A  {5?  W  with  tuis  litUu  instrum 

»  »  jt'u  m  £j)0  j,ODoa  Qf  (j,,  body.  1 


RPWG&! 

_ CKAiiN  _ 

.?  fSHiTkk?  a  'JtS»?  X I 
,B4AimXCU.y  EhQRAVSD,  Plated  WATCH,  equal 
In  sppearanoeto  Bclld  Gold  Watoh,  American  tin-lOi 
Igcvranteod  6  yeari  and  a  bwutifal  Ring 
’•et  wl»h  an  Im.  DUmond,  for  telling 
ily  t0  peekaget  of  beaarlfal  high 
_de  art  poet  wards  at  10o  a  paokagf.  ( 

Grdtr  20  package,  and  whontcM,  tend  ' 
t2.  snd  we  wJ .  i  p^>«ltJrely  send  you  ' 

WILLARD  WATCH  C0o  DepU  j 


FREE! 

This  Bo.  i««i  tcoeu  Tiolm, 


your  frier.'k 
instrument.  Bee 
Its  irreat. 

Satiafaction  Guaranteed.  Sent  neatly  packed  tor  lOe 
Send  today.  X-Uaj  llfg.  Co.,  '  4.  37  Chicago. 


CHICAGO 


|*hlt«  hot’*  hair  bo»  aud 
bos  of  resin  rir.n  for  ,.11- 
Ibj  col y  20  fibre*.  Bwuilful 

y  BT  POST  CAROS 

_  at  lOe  per  pMsag,.  Order 

eards  teday—  When  sold,  send  1*  00  snd  r.oelr,  VIOLIN,  eW  ,  proropily 

•adtfaeUsa  gaa-tateed  VAXES  MFC.  CO.,Dept.408,C Hit  AGO 


Do  You  Want  a  Rifle 

as  accurate  and  reliable 
Us  the  world -renott  lied 
Remington: UMC 

big  game  rifle  that  the 
famous  hunters  use  ? 

The  No.  6  single  shot  has 
tapered  barrel,  case-hardened 
frame,  genuine  walnut  stock  and 
fore-end,  rifle  butt  plate,  rear  and 
tang  peep  sight. 

Shoots  .?2  short,  .22  long  and 
.22  long  rifle  cartridges.  Also 
made  to  shoot  .32  short  rim-fire 
cartridges. 

You'll  actually  be  surprised  at 
its  moderate  price.  Ask  your 

dealer. 

FREE— Set  of  targets.  Write  to-day 

Renting  ton- UMC 

— the  perfect  shooting  combination 

REMINGTON”  ARMS— UNION 
METALLIC  CARTRIDGE  CO. 

gvy  BROADWAY 


The  Dissolving  Penny. 

— A  genuine  penny  la 
held  by  the  fingertips. 
You  offer  It  to  your 
friend,  and  when  he  at- 
tempis  to  take  It,  the 
penny  suddenly  van¬ 
ishes!  without  any  trace 
and  is  Immediately  reproduced  from  some 
Quite  nnexpect-'i  pH/-.,,  if 

J.  KENNEDY,  803  West  1 27tl»  St.,  X.  Y. 


VANISHING  PACK  OP 

CARDS.-  You  exhibit  a 
neat  black  card  cane,  you 
requeet  from  the  audi¬ 
ence  a  ring,  a  watch, 
bracelet,  or  other  Jewelry 
article*.  You  propose  to 
fill  the  case  with  a  pack 
of  cards.  After  doing  so, 
the  pack  of  cards  disap 
pear  from  th*  case,  and 
the  Jewelry  novelties  ap¬ 
pear  Instead. 

Price  by  mall,  postpaid, 
3.V. 

J.  KENNEDY, 

303  West  127th  gt.,  X.  Y. 


T  WISHING  AND  RE- 
APEKAKING  EGG.— Very 
flue,  easy  to  perform  arid 
It  produces  a  murvelous 
and  mystifying  effect.  Kgg 
Is  made  to  upp<tar  and 
vanish  right  before  the 
•  yes.  Beautifully  made. 

fries,  25c. 

M.  O’NEIL!., 

425  W.  50 tli  St.,  N.  Y. 


The  Bot¬ 
tle  Imp. — 

The  pecu¬ 
liarity  of 
this  little 
bottle  Is 
that  it 
cannot  be  made  to  lie  down, 
and  yet  by  elmply  passing 
the  hand  over  it,  the  per¬ 
former  ^auoe*  it  to  do  so. 
'I‘hi9  trick  aftord3  groat 
prnUccment,  and  is  of  convenient  size  to  carry 
about . c . Price,  lot 


J.  KENNEDY,  303  West  1 21th  St.,  X.  Y. 


FOUR  WEEKS  (A  LOUD  BOOK). 

Has  the  absolute  and  exact 
shape  of  a  book  in  cloth.  Up¬ 
on  the  opening  of  the  book, 
after  having  it  set  up  accord¬ 
ing  to  directions  furnished,  a 
loud  report  similar  to  that  of 
a  pistol-shot  will  t?e  heard, 
much  to  the  amazement  and 
surprise  of  the  victim.  Caps 
not  mailable;  can  be  bought 
it  any  toy  store.  Price,  65c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
U.  F.  LANG,  215  W  alworth  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


The  best  yet!  Right 

Ofrom  the  mint!  We 
sell  for  10c.,  postpaid,  a 
real  mysterious  trick 
that  can  be  done  with¬ 
out  practice.  The  outfit  consists  of  2  metal 
rings,  a  cover  on  which  to  do  the  trick,  and 
the  picture  board  which  seemingly  does  it  all. 
Ta)ce  any  coin,  just  place  the  ring  over  it, 
say  “Go!"  and  It  goes  without  touching  it; 
say  “Come!"  and  it  comes  back.  Really 
clever,  and  your  money  back  if  you  want  it. 
Bend  for  wholesale  price. 

IVOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  2D  W.  26th  St„  N.  Y, 


SURPRISE  PERFUME 
BOTTLE. 

Those  in  the  joke  may  freely 
smell  the  perfume  in  the  bottle, 
but  the  uninitiated,  on  removing 
the  cork  will  receive  the  contents 
in  his  hands.  This  is  a  simple 
and  clever  joke. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid;  3  for  25c, 

H.  F.  LANG, 

813  Walworth  Street, 
Brooklyn,  X.  Y. 


DING-A-LING. 

A  new  and  interesting  game. 
It  consists  of  a  9H  inch  wooden 
racquet,  with  a  cup  near  tho  end, 
to  which  a  bell  is  fastened  by  a 
H-inch  string.  The  object  is  to 
toss  the  bell  and  see  how  often  it 
can  be  brought  back  into  the  cup. 

Price,  12c.  each,  postpaid. 

M.  O’NEILL, 

425  W.  56th  Qt.,  N.  Y. 


T  II  E  SPOTTER, 
OR  THE  EDUCAT- 
ED  DIE. — The  per¬ 
former  exhibits  a 
die.  The  Ace  of 
Spades  and  five  cards 
are  now  taken  from 
a  pack.  The  Ace  of 
SpadeB  Is  thoroughly 
shuffled  with  the 
other  cards.  which 
are  then  placed  face 
down  In  a  row  on 
the  table.  The  die  Is  now  thrown,  and  as  If 
embodied  with  superhuman  Intelligence,  the 
exact  position  of  the  Ace  is  Indicated.  With¬ 
out  touching  the  die,  the  performer  picks  up 
the  cards,  gives  them  a  complete  shuffle  and 
again  spreads  them  out.  The  die  is  rolled  as 
before  by  any  person,  and  Is  seen  to  come  to 
a  atop  with  the  locating  number  uppermost. 
The  card  ie  turned  over  and  found  to  corre- 
sMond  In  position.  Price,  15c. 


II  r.  LANG,  »15  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  JUMPING  DEAN. 

Tho  funniest  thing 
out!  You  place  them 
in  a  plate,  and  they 
suddenly  hop  up  into 
the  air  will;  the  most 
astonishing  agility. 
These  queer  little  fel¬ 
lows  are  guaranteed  to  mystify  the  smartest 
professor  by  their  mysterious  actions.  Nobody 
can  account  for  their  funny  movements.  More 
fun  than  a  circus!  Get  a  few  and  watch  their 
strange  Jumps.  Price,  6c.  each,  or  6  for  v5c. 
by  mall. 

M.  O’NEILL,  425  W.  50th  St..  N.  Y. 


CACHOO  OE  SNEEZING  POWDER 

Tho  greatest  fun-maker  of 
«.hem  all.  A  small  amount 
of  this  powder,  when  blown 
in  a  room,  will  cause 
everyone  to  sneeze  without 
anyone  knowing  where  it 
comes  from.  It  Is  very  light,  will  float  in  the 
air  for  Some  time,  and  penetrate  every  nook 
and  corner  of  a  room.  It  is  perfecttly  harm¬ 
less.  Cachoo  is  put  up  in  bottles,  and  one 
bottle  contains  enough  to  be  used  from  10  to 
15  times.  Price,  by  mail,  10c.  each;  3  for  25c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  YV.  2Cik  St..  N.  Y.  . 


I 

GOOD  LUCK  BANKS. 
Ornamental  as  well  as  useful. 
Made  of  highly  nickeled  brass. 

It  holds  just  One  Dollar.  When 
filled  it  opens  itself.  Remains 
locked  until  refilled.  Can  be  used 
as  a  watchcharm.  Money  refund¬ 
ed  if  not  satisfied.  Price,  10c. 
by  mail. 

L.  SEN  ARENS. 

34?  Winthrop  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


SPIRIT  SLATE-WRITING.— No  trick  has 
ever  puzzled  the  scientists  more  and  created 
a  greater  sensation  than  the  famous  spirit- 
writings  which  appear  between  sealed  slates 
which  have  freely  been  shovvn  cleaned,  care¬ 
fully  tied  together  and  given  to  a  spectator  to 
hold.  These  spirits  answer  questions.  Sold 
by  us  complete,  slates  and  secret.  No  chem¬ 
ical  used.  Price.  75c. 

Al.  O’NEILL,  425  W.  5Clh  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  OBEDIENT 
BALL.— An  old  re¬ 
liable.  especially 
adapted  to  begin¬ 
ners.  as  it  is  easy 
to  perform  and  the 
effect  is  quite  perplexing.  This  is  an  especi¬ 
ally  nice  made  piece  of  apparatus.  Regardless 
of  its  age  it  is  little  known  to  persons  not 
connected  with  made.  Price.  7  Sc. 


ti.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


MAGIC  CARD  BON.— A  very  cleverly  made 
box  of  exchanging  or  vanishing  cards.  In  fact, 
any  number  of  tricks  of  this  character  can  be 
performed  by  it.  A  very  necessary  magical 
accessory.  Price.  15c- 

M.  O'NEILL,  425  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


JUMPING  CARD^-A 

pretty  little  tilcU,  *u»y  »• 

perform.  Effect:  A 
r<l  card  returned  tv  tttf 
deck  Jumps  high  Into  «ha 
air  at  the  performer's  com* 
round.  Pack  la  held  in  vi  * 
band.  Price  of  uppa  rut  us, 
with  enough  cards  to  per¬ 
form  the  trick.  16c, 

M.  O’NEILL.  M, 

425  IV.  66th  St.,  X,  Y.  m 

- 1 1 


THE  DEVIL’S  CARD  TniCK. — From  three 
cards  held  In  the  hand  anyone  Is  asked  to 
mentally  select  one.  All  three  cards  are 
placed  in  a  hat  and  the  performer  remov-.J 
first  the  two  that  the  audience  did  not  select 
and  passing  the  hat  to  them  their  card  lius  _ 
mysteriously  vanished.  A  great  climax;  ■ 
highly  recommended.  Price,  10c. 

H.  F.  LANG,  215  Wutworth  St.,  D’klyn..  N.  Y 


APPEARING  BILLIARD  BALL.— A  colid 
billiard  ball,  beautifully  made,  can  be  made 
to  appear  in  the  bare  hands  with  the  sleeves 
rolled  back  to  elbows.  Very  fine  and  easy 
to  do.  Price,  35c. 


M.  O'NEILL,  425  W.  56th  St., 


N.  Y. 


RISING  PENCIL. 

—-The  performer  ex¬ 
hibits  an  ordinary  M 
pencil  and  shows  :t  * 
lop  and  bottom.  The 
pencil  is  laid  on  thi 
palm,  the  performer 
calling  attention  to 
his  hypnotic  power 
over  Innate  objects. 
The  pencil  is  seen 
slowly  to  rise,  fol¬ 
lowing  the  move-  * 
meats  of  the  oth-*r 
hand.  The  witnesses  are  asked  to  pass  their 
hand  around  it  to  assure  themselves  no  _ 
thread  or  hair  is  used.  Price,  25c. 4H 

J.  KENNEDY.  303  West  127th  St.,  X.  Y. 


"KNOCK-OUT"  CARD  TRICK  — Fire  cards 
are  shown,  front  and  back,  and  there  are  r.o 
two  cards  alike.  You  place  some  of  them  In  _ 
a  handkerchief  and  ask  any  person  to  hold  ^ 
them  by  the  corners  in  full  view  of  the  audi¬ 
ence.  You  now  take  the  remaining  cards  and 
request  anyone  to  name  any  card  shown.  This 
done,  you  repeat  the  name  of  the  card  snd^ 
state  that  ycu  will  cause  It  to  invisibly  leav ««•* 
ycur  hand  and  pass  into  the  handkerchief. w 
where  it  will  be  found  among  the  other  cards. 

At  the  word  “Go!”  you  show  that  the  chosen 
card  has  vanished,  leaving  absolutely  only 
two  cards.  The  handkerchief  Is  unfolded  by 
any  person,  and  In  It  is  found  the  identical 
card-  Prico,  10c. 

M.  O’NEILL,  425  W.  3Gth  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  PRIN¬ 
CESS  OF  YO- 
O  I  CAR  I> 
TRICK.— 
Four  cards 
are  held  In 
the  form  of  a  fan  and  a 
spectator  is  requested  to 
mentally  select  one  of  the 
four.  The  cards  are  now 
shuffled  and  one  is  openly 
taken  away  and  placed  In 
his  pocket.  The  performer  remarks  that  he 
has  taken  the  card  mentally  selected  by  the 
spectator.  The  three  cards  are  now  displayed 
and  the  selected  card  is  found  to  be  missing. 
Reaching  In  his  pocket  the  performer  removes 
and  exhibits  the  chosen  card.  Price,  13c. 

J.  KENNEDY,  30S  West  127th  St.,  N.  k. 


THE  MULTIPLYING  CORKS.  —  t  smalt 
round  box  is  shown  to  be  empty  and  one  of 
the  (spectators  Is  allowed  to  place  three  cock « 
In  U.  The  cover  is  put  on  and  the  bev  • 
handed  to  one  of  the  spectators,  vha  open 
removing  the  cover,  finds  six  oorke  In  the  box. 
Three  of  the  oorka  are  now  nvade  to  vanish  as 
mysteriously  as  they  came.  Very  deceptive 

price*.  1  If, 

H.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  «t  ,  D  VD  a.  N,  Y. 
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SECRET  SERVICE 
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u 


Secret  Service” 


M'W  YOU K-.  I  r.HRl'.Mi V  UUV. 


TERMS  TO  SUBSCRIBERS 


Smplc  CojSes .  . , .  .03  Cents 

Ont<ipj  1  hrv  .Monthj.  .  .03  Cents 

Ore  Ccp>  Six  Months .  $1.35 

One  Copy  One  .  $2. 50 

Postage  Free. 

MOW  TO  SEND  MONBV — At  onr  risk  send  P.O.  Money  Order, Check, 
\v  u  ^ •“  e  r letter;  remittances  in  any  other  way  are  at  your  riok. 

seeept  1  *09 cage  Stamps  tho  same  as  cash.  When  sending  silver 
wrai>  1  o  C'oin  in  a  separate  piece  ot  paper  to  avoid  cutting  the  envel¬ 
ope.  M>>:  your  name  and  address  plainly.  Address  letters  to 

j£-*  i  Frank  Tousey,  Publisher 

*  xxi..KD.^?«r...r7  S  i 68  West  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


ITEMS  WORTH  READING 


To  v  ia  a  wager.  Melvin  C.  Huey,  a  fanner  living  near 
South  Ben.,  JinJ..  has  succeeded  in  producing  an  ear  of 
1  °rn  containing  kernels  of  red,  white  and  blue. 

Although  the  course  of  the  Thames  winds  and  curves 
through  an  actual  distance  of  ddO  miles,  the  mouth  is 
vhly  about  a  hundred  miles  from  the  source  as  the  crow 
plies. 

,  ■■  '  '  'Miy 

v  \  '  Oerman  soldiers,  must  learn  to  swim.  Some  of.  them 
arc  so.  expert  th^t,  with  their  clothing  on  their  heads  and 
carrying  gun.-  and  ammunition,  they  can  swim  rivers  sev¬ 
eral  hundred  yards  in  width. 

Austrian  farmers  have  taken  to  breeding  opossums  for 
their  fur.  by  way  of  utilizing  timbered  sections  of  their 
l  which  have  little  value  otherwise.  It  lias  been  found! 
fnat  these  animals  can  be  bred  to  produce  white,  gray, 
Brown  or  black  fur. 


In  .these  days  of  impure  drinking  water,  water  famines 
and  filtered  water  it  is  well  to  know  that  one  of  the  great 
advantages  of  fruit  is  that  it  offers  us  pure  water,  for 
which  we  do  not  need  a  filter,  to  the  amount  of  nearly  50 
per  cent,  in  berries  and  b'd  per  cent,  in  watermelons.  Or¬ 
anges  and  lemons  are  not  only  valuable  by  reason  of  their 
potash  silts,  but  especially  for  the  citric  acid.  A  case  of 
paralysis  of  the  entire  right  side  is  reported,  where  the 
juice  of  oranges,  adopted  as  a  regular  diet,  with  chicken 
broth,  appeared  to  do  much.  As  an  aid  to  digestion-— a 
really  material  aid — the  pineapple  stands  alone  among  the 
fruit.  Its  vegetable  pepsin  neutralizes — or.  perhaps,  rather 
digests — albuminous  substances  in  the  stomach.  Fresh 
pineapple—  or,  better  still,  the  fresh  juice  of  olic — placed 
in  direct  contact  with  eggs  or  gelatine  or  milk,  will  prove 
the  fact  conclusively  by  producing  a  better  tasting  dish. 
In  eases  of  catarrhal  ailments  of  the  throat  and  in  its 
downward  connection  the  alimentary  canal  or  tract  pine¬ 
apple  cannot  be  overestimated,  and  it  acts  with  equal, force 
in  malarial  affections.  As  for  the  date  and  the  banana 
they  contain  sufficient  nutriment  to  sustain  life.  The  salts 
and  organic  acids  in  the  apple  tend  to  improve  the  quality 
of  the  blood. 


WITH  THE  FUNNY  FELLOWS 


! - 


To  protect  himself  from  loss  of  time  caused  by  callers 
Mho  are  a  long  while  in  coming  to  the  point,  a  Paris  busi- 
nc--  man  has  had  put.  on  his  office  tabic  a  card  bearing  the 
words:  “Be  so  good  as  to  abstain  from  speaking  of  my 
health,  or  the  weather  or  of  the  market  quotations,  three 
§  ijrv-t-  with  which  I  am  perfectly  well  acquainted.  Start 
.m  once  on  the  matter  that  brings  von  here.” 

%  s  ic<>  the  opening,  eleven  years  ago,  of  the  railway  from 
i  H'ri  to  Catania,  on  the  island  of  Sicily,  Mt.  Etna  has 
Vn  ttK  most  accessible  of  volcanoes.  This  miniature  line 
makes  a  complete  circuit  of  the  mountain,  rising  at  one! 
point  to  3,810  feet  above  the  sea  level,  and  those  traveling 
in  the  first-class  compartment,  which  is  fitted  with  glass 
,  nn  able  to  enjoy  the  scenery  in  perfect  comfort. 

4  *  *  l 

inoo  soldier-  get  more  glory  than  money  out  of  their 
>atcU!.  The  army  consists  of  fi.50,000  men,  the  pri- 
in  which  an-  paid  about  one  dollar  a  month,  and  out 
i?  nmndieen:  income  they  must  feed  themselves.  Three 
r*  a  month  am  paid  to  the  cavalry,  and  they  are  re- 
■d  to  feed  tmm-cjvc-  ;i-  well  a-  their  horses.  When 
•w  i-  io*t  or  killed,  the  cavalryman  supplies  a  new  oue 
/  own  c*peu#c. 


Bunk — I  know  a  dog  that's  worth  $15,000.  Feclinck — 

How  could  a  dog  save  so  much? 

“Take  my  advice  and  mind  your  own  affairs.  Xo  man 
ever  got  rich  lighting  other  people’s  battles.”  “I  don't 
know.  How  about  a  lawyer  ?” 

Sam — You're  quite  a  traveller,  Frank.  Have  you  ever 
been  to  the  Holy  City  ?  Frank — 1  should  say  so — 1  spent 
a  whole  Sunday  in  Philadelphia. 

“  Hello,  son,  what's  your  name?”  “Same  as  me  father’s.” 
“But  what's  Jiis  name?”  “Same  as  me  own.”  “I  mean 
what  do  they  call  you  when  breakfast  is  ready?”  “Slow¬ 
poke.” 

Frank — Sam,  when  you  an’  mo  was  out  at  de  party  las’ 
li i sh t  you  acted  awful  strange.  Sam — I  didn’t  know  it, 
Frank.  How  did  I  act  strange?  Frank — Why,  you  was 
actually  spendin’  money! 

She  was  extremely  bashful  when  she  entered  the  florist’s 
shop.  “I — I'cl  like  to  get  some  flowers  for  a  young  man’s 
birthday  party,”  she  said,  blushing  a  cherry  red.  “Yes, 
miss,”  replied  the  polite  florist,  with  a  low  bow.  “llow 
would  sweet  williams  do?” 

There  was  company  at  tea,  and  little  Algernon  felt  that 
it  was  an  occasion  upon  which  he  might  assort  himself. 
“Ma,”  he  remarked,  holding  up  his  bread  and  butter  in 
scorn,  “can’t  1  have  some  jam  on  this?”  “What?” 
ejaculated  liC  economical  mother,  “jam  on  butter?  Xo, 
indeed;  certainly  not.!”  “Oh,  I  don’t  care  about  it  being 
on  the  butter,”  said  Algv,  calmly;  “put  it  on  the  other 
side  1” 
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•WILD  WEST  WEEKLY’ 

472  Youog  "W 1 1  d  West  and  “Tricky  Tony 

or  Th<  Roughest  Greaser  in  Arizona. 

473  Young  Wild  West  Escaping  a  (.Toss  Fire; 

or,  Arietta  and  the  Flag  of  Truce. 

474  Young  Wild  West  Saving  the  Mail  Coach; 

or.  The  Boss  of  the  Mountain. 

473  Young  Wild  West's  Gallop  for  Gold  ;  or, 
Arietta  aud  the  Mine  Owner. 

476  Young  Wild  West  "Busting"  the  Buckets; 

or,  The  Cowboy  Who  “Touched 
Leather." 

477  Young  Wild  West  Rescuing  His  Sweet¬ 

heart;  or,  The  Best  Shot  of  All. 


478  Young  Wild  West  Foiling  the  Raiders; 

or,  Taking  a  Long  Chance. 

479  Young  Wild  West  Corraliug  the  Creeks; 

or.  Arietta  aud  the  Redskins  Round 
Up. 

480  Young  Wild  West's  Warning;  or.  The 

Secret  Rand  of  the  Gulch. 

451  Young  Wild  West  After  Big  Game;  or, 

Arietta  and  the  Hunters'  Trap. 

452  Young  Wild  West's  Clean  Sweep;  or. 

The  Reformation  of  Reckless  Camp. 
483  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Hoodoo  Claim; 
or  Arietta  and  the  Keg  of  .Nuggets. 


484  Young  Wild  West  an 

Hank;"  or,  The  Grudf 
Giant. 

485  Young  Wild  West's  Sci 

Sioux  ;  or  Arietta  aud  t 

486  l’oung  Wild  West  Racing 

or,  Saving  a  Doomed  R 

487  Young  Wild  West's  Bigge 

Arietta  and  the  Lost  Vi 

488  Young  Wild  West  Ssvii 

Thousand  ;  or,  The  Sho 
the  Train. 


“FAME  &  FORTUNE  WEEKLY” 

817  The  Stolen  Chart;  or,  The  Treasure  of 

the  Cataract. 

818  A  Game  Young  Speculator;  or,  Taking  a 

Chance  on  the  Market.  (A  W7all 
Street  Story.) 

S19  Charlie  Craw  ford's  Claim ;  or,  From 
High  School  to  .'lining  Camp. 

120  An  OCice  Boy’s  Luck  ;  or.  The  Lad  Who 
Got  the  Tips.  (A  Story  of  W7all 
Street.) 

321  Out  for  His  Rights ;  or.  Starting  a  Busi¬ 
ness  on  His  Nerve. 
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327 
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After  the  Last  Dollar;  or.  The  Wail 
Street  Bey  Who  Saved  Ills  Boss. 

Fresh  lrom  the  West  :  or,  The  Lad  Who 
Made  Good  in  Nevi'  York. 

Boss  of  Wail  Street:  or,  Taking  Chances 
on  the  Curb. 

Dick  the  Runaway;  or,  The  Treasure  of 
the  Isle  of  Fogs. 

Id  the  Game  to  Win;  or.  Beating  the 
Wall  Street  "Bulls.’’ 

A  Born  Salesman  ;  or,  A  Young  Money¬ 
maker  on  the  Road. 

Dick  Dalton,  Young  Banker  ;  or,  Corner¬ 
ing  the  Wall  Street  •’Sharks." 


329  A  Poor  Boy  s  Luck ;  or, 

Y’oung  Builder. 

330  A  $50,000  Deal  :  or.  Hal  I 

Street  Wizard 

331  Bi Illy,  the  Blacksmith  ;  t 

to  Fortune. 

332  Sharp  and  Smart,  the  ’ 

and  How  They  Made 
Wall  Street  Story.) 

333  Driven  from  School ;  or 

Buried  Gold. 

334  A  Bright  Boy  Broker ;  o 

Wall  Street  "Lambs.” 


“WORK  AND  WIN” 

673  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Special  Jack;”  or, 

Out  with  a  Boy  Engineer. 

674  Fred  Fearnot' s  Mountain  Mine;  or,  Find¬ 

ing  Gold  Above  the  Clouds. 

675  Fred  Fearnot  on  the  Five-yard  Line ;  or, 

A  Hard  Battle  to  Win. 

676  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Boy  Drummer;  or. 

Lively  Times  on  the  Road. 

677  Fred  Fearnot's  Field  Day  ;  or,  The  Great 

Athletic  Meet. 

678  Fred  Fearnot's  Long  Kick  ;  or.  The  Goal 

That  Won  the  Game. 


671*  Fred  Fearnot  and  "Husky  Jim  ;”  or,  The 
Strongest  Boy  in  Town. 

680  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Gypsy  Boy ;  or, 

Under  a  Strange  Spell. 

681  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Boys  of  White 

Lake ;  or.  Great  Sport  on  the  Ice. 

682  Fred  Fearnot's  Lucky  Leap  ;  or,  Finding 

a  Fortune  by  Chance. 

6S3  Fred  Fearnot’s  Drive  for  a  Goal ;  or, 
Playing  Hockey  to  Win. 

684  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Town  Toper ;  or, 
Saving  a  Boy  from  Ruin. 


6S5  Fred  Fearnot  Lost  in  the 
Big  Game  in  the  Nort 
686  Fred  Fearnot's  Return  to 
Playing  His  Best  Part. 
6S7  Fred  Fearnot  and  "Skal 
Trimming  the  Top  Not 

6SS  Fred  Fearnot  s  Rougt) 

the  Rockies  on  Horseb 

689  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Snow- 

Four  Days  In  a  Blizzs 

690  Fred  Fearnot's  Boy  Encn 

Him  Right  From  Wrox 


•  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’76” 

565  1  he  Liberty  Boys  Foiled ;  or.  Betrayed 

by  a  Spy. 

566  The  Liberty  Boys'  Mountain  Battle;  or. 

Fighting  the  Redskins. 

567  The  Liberty  Boys'  War  Flag;  or.  Stand¬ 

ing  by  the  Colors. 

568  Tht  Liberty  Boys  Taking  a  Dare ;  or, 

Calling  me  Enemy  s  Bluff. 

569  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Black  Swamp;  or, 

l  ighting  Hard  for  Freedom. 

57U  i  he  Liberty  Boys  and  Corporal  Casey; 
or,  Thrashing  tbe  Reuegades. 


571  The  Liberty  Boys  in  the  Frozen  Lands; 

or,  Watching  the  Country’s  Foes. 

572  The  Liberty  Boys  Tricking  the  Red¬ 

coats ;  or.  The  Gunsmith  of  Valley 
Forge. 

573  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Distress;  or, 

Hemmed  in  by  Dangers. 

574  The  Liberty  Boys  aud  tbe  Idiot  Spy  ;  or. 

Running  Down  tbe  Skinners. 

575  The  Liberty  Boys'  Fire  Raft ;  or,  Scorch 

ing  the  Redcoats. 

576  The  Liberty  Boys  Cunning  Trap;  or 

The  Traitor's  Secret. 


577  The  Liberty  Boys’  Girl 

ing  Good  Work. 

578  The  Liberty  Boys'  Desp« 

The  Retreat  From  Ha 

579  The  Liberty  Boys  and 

Harlem  ;  or.  Beating  ti 

580  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Lon 

Surrounded  by  tbe  Bri 

581  The  Liberty  Boys  a 

Jones ;“  or,  The  Work 
Spy. 

.82  The  Liberty  Boys'  Irish 
Deadshot  Against  the 


“PLUCK  AND  LUCK” 

703  Holding  His  own ;  or,  The  Brave  Fight 
of  Bob  Carter.  By  Jas.  O.  Merritt. 

7t>4  The  Young  Mounted  Policeman.  A  Stoiy 
of  New  1  oik  CiLy  Lite.  By  Richard 
U.  Montgomery. 

705  Captain  l'uuoder  ;  or,  l  ire  Treasure  Hun¬ 
ters  ul  Lubbers  licet.  By  capt.  Tbos. 
ii  w  i isuu 

7l)6  Aci vst>  me  Continent  in  a  Wagon.  A 
laie  ul  Au venture.  r>y  GeuT  Jas.  A. 
Lurdou. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent 
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Sixteen  Years  in  Siberia  ;  or,  2,000  Miles 
in  Search  of  a  Name.  By  Allan 
Arnold. 

The  Slave  King;  or,  FightiDg  the  De- 
spoller  of  the  Ocean. 

The  Man  in  the  Iron  Cage;  or,  Which 
Was  the  Boy  V  By  Bertun  Bertrew. 

With  Stanley  on  His  Last  Trip;  or, 
Emlu  l’asna's  Rescue.  By  Jas.  C. 
Merritt. 

Appointed  to  West  Point ;  or.  Fighting 
Uls  Owu  Way.  By  Gen'l  Jas.  A 
Gordon. 


712 

713 

714 

715 

716 


The  Black  Magician,  an 
Pupil.  By  Richard  K. 

In  the  Phantom  City  . 
tures  of  Dick  Darn 
Draper. 

The  Mad  Maroou ;  or. 
Ways  of  the  Ma.a, 
Howard  Austin. 

Little  Red  Cloud,  tbe  Bi 
By  An  Old  Scout. 

Nobody's  Son  ;  or.  The  S 
of  a  Smart  Boy.  By 
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- LATEST  ISSUES - 

605  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Government  Detective  ;  or,  Tracking  a 

Trickv  Thief. 

604  Young  Wild  West  Caught  on  the  Cliffs ;  or.  Arietta’s  Desperate 
Climb. 

606  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Hanchman’s  Boy ;  or,  The  Sheep 

Herder’s  Revenge. 

600  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Rival  Outfits;  or,  Arietta’s  Fight  on  the 
Cattle  Range 

607  Y’oung  Wild  West  With  the  Cavalry  ;  or.  The  Fight  at  Bear  Bass. 

608  Young  Wild  West  Finding  a  Fortune  :  or.  Arietta  and  the  Flooded 

Claim 

609  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mexican  Raiders;  or.  Exposing  a  Cat- 

_  tie  King. 

610  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Dynamite  Fiends :  or,  Arietta  and 

the  Avengers. 

611  Young  "Wild  West  and  the  Tenderfoot’s  Legacy  ;  or,  Baffling  the 

Claim  Jumpers. 

612  Young  Wild  West  Helping  the  Sheriff ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Ex¬ 

press  Thieves. 

613  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Phantom  Canoe  ;  or.  Solving  a  Strange 

Mystery. 

614  Young  Mild  West's  Squart  Deal;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Rustler’s 

Daughter. 

615  Young  Wild  West  Stopping  a  “Ghost  Dance  ;”  or,  The  Charge  of 

the  Gallant  6th. 

616  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mad  Miner;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Secret 

of  the  Cliffs 

617  Young  Wild  West  and  “Gold  Dust  Bill”  ;  or.  The  Man  With  the 

Yellow  Streak. 

618  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Death  Brand;  or,  Arietta’s  Great  Risk. 

619  Young  Wild  West’s  Pawnee  Pursuit :  or.  The  White  Flower  of 

the  Redskins. 


Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mexican  Man  Trap;  or.  Arietta  In 
the  Robbers'  Den. 

(’■21  Young  Wild  West's  Lively  Lariat ;  or.  Roping  the  Rustler*. 

022  Young  Wild  West's  Duel  With  a  Dozen ;  or.  Arietta’s  Only 

Chance. 

023  Young  Wild  West  Trailing  a  Treasure;  or,  Outwitting  the  Road 
Agents. 

024  Young  Wild  West  Ruling  a  Ranch;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Cowgirl* 
(525  Young  Wild  West’s  Straight  Shot;  or,  Cornered  in  a  Chasm. 

02(5  Young  Wild  West's  Mexican  Mine;  or,  Arietta  Breaking  a  Siege 
027  Young  Wild  West's  Hottest  Trail;  or,  Winning  a  Big  Reward 
028  Young  Wi id  West  Tracking  a  Horse  Thief;  or.  Arietta  and  the 
Wild  Girl. 

029  Young  Wild  West's  Apache  Friend  ;  or,  The  Hidden  Gold  of  the 

Pecos. 

030  Young  Wild  West's  Three  Shots ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Rattlesnakes. 
031  Young  Wild  West  and  the  “Sky  Pilot;  ;”  or,  The  Ropers  of  Rough- 
and-Ready  Ranch. 

032  Young  Wild  West’s  Lucky  Drop:  or.  Arietta  and  the  Outlaw*. 

63  3  Y'oung  Wild  West's  Wild  West  Show;  or,  Caught  in  the  European 
War.  # 

63  4  Y'oung  Wrild  West  and  the  Kaiser;  or.  The  Big  Show  in  Berlin.* 

63  5  Young  Wild  West  Under  Fire;  or,  Skirmishing  on  the  French 
Frontier. 

63  6  Young  Wild  West  Helping  the  Red  Cross;  or,  The  Crown  Prince’* 
Gratitude. 
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No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  OKACULUM  AND 
DREAM  BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle 
of  human  destiny;  al«o  the  true  meaning  of 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
charms,  ceremonies.  and  curious  games  of 
cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great 
book  of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full 
Instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks  of 
the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illu¬ 
sions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magicians; 
every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  FLIRT— The  arts  and 

wiles  of  flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this 
little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan.  glove,  parasol,  window  and 
hat  flirtation.  It  contains  a  full  list  of  the 
language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  Is  the  title  of 

this  little  book.  It  contains  full  Instructions 

In  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  In  the  ball¬ 
room  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full 
directions  for  calling  off  In  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  com¬ 

plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 
giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to 
oe  observed,  with  many  curious  and  Interest¬ 
ing  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. 
—Giving  full  Instruction  for  the  use  of  dumb¬ 
bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  horizontal 
bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing 
a  good,  healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty 
Illustrations 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Hand¬ 
somely  Illustrated  and  containing  full  Instruc¬ 
tions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paro- 
oquet.  parrot,  etc. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILO- 

Ql  1ST. — By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  intelli¬ 
gent  boy  reading  this  book  of  Instructions  can 
master  the  art.  and  create  any  amount  of  fun 
for  himself  and  friends.  It  Is  the  greatest 
book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX.— The  art  of  self- 
de'ense  made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty 
illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positlone  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy 
■  hould  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  Instruc¬ 
tive  books,  as  It  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  11  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS. 
—  A  moet  complete  little  book,  containing  full 
directions  for  writing  love-letters,  and  when 
when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters 
for  young  and  old. 

No.  It.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 
LADIES. — Giving  complete  Instructions  for 
writing  letters  to  ladles  on  all  subjects,  also 
utters  of  Introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  II.  HOW  TO  DO  lTj  OR,  BOOK  OF 


ETIQUETTE. — It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and 
one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know  all 
about.  There's  happiness  In  it. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A 
complete  hand-book  for  making  all  kinds  of 
candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. 
— One  of  the  brightest  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  to  the  world.  Every¬ 
body  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beauti¬ 
ful.  both  male  and  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVEN¬ 
ING  PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions.  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  ihan  any  book  published. 

No  21  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH. — The 
most  complete  hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever 
published.  It  contains  full  instructions  about 
guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fish¬ 
ing.  together  with  description  of  game  and 
fish. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT. — 
Heller’s  second  sight  explained  by  his  former 
assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how  the 
secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the 
magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also  giv¬ 
ing  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— 
This  little  book  gives  the  explanation  to  all 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unlucky  days. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 

GENTLEMEN. — Containing  full  directions  for 
writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST— 
Containing  full  Instructions  for  all  kinds  of 
gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises.  Em¬ 
bracing  thlrty-flve  illustrations.  By  Professor 
W.  Macdonald. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD 
A  BOAT. —  Fully  Illustrated.  Full  instructions 
are  given  In  this  little  book,  together  with  In¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion 
sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF 
RECITATIONS. — Containing  the  most  popular 
selections  In  use,  comprising  Dutch  dialect, 
French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect 
pieces,  together  with  many  standard  readings 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES _ 

Everyone  Is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his  fu¬ 
ture  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness 
or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell 
by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buy  one  and 
be  convinced. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVEN¬ 
TOR.  —  Every  boy  should  know  how  inventions 
originated.  This  book  explains  them  all,  giv¬ 
ing  example  In  electricity,  hydraulics,  magne¬ 
tism.  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc. 
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No.  80.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  moet 
instructive  book*  on  cooking  ever  published. 
It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats,  fish, 
game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cake* 
and  all  kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand  collec¬ 
tion  of  recipes. 

No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER. 
— Containing  fourteen  Illustrations,  giving  ths 
different  positions  requisite  to  become  a  good 
speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  con¬ 
taining  gems  from  all  the  popular  authors  of 
prose  and  poetry. 

No.  32.  HOW  TO  RIDE  A  BICYCLE.— 

Containing  Instructions  for  beginners,  choice 
ol  a  machine,  hints  on  training,  etc.  A  com¬ 
plete  book.  Full  of  practical  illustrations. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A  com¬ 
plete  and  useful  little  book,  containing  the 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. 
— Containing  all  the  leading  conundrums  of 
the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches  and 
witty  sayings. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN- 
DOCTOR. — A  wonderful  book,  containing  use¬ 
ful  and  practical  Information  In  the  treatment 
of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to 
every  family.  Abounding  In  useful  and  effec¬ 
tive  recipes  for  general  complaints. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY 
PIGEONS  ANI)  RABBITS. — A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book.  Handsomely  Illustrated 
No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  .AND  SET  TRAPS 
—Including  hints  on  how  to  catch  moles 
weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds.  Also 
how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  Illustrated. 

*«>•  41-  T’1*;  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END 
MEN  S  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  a  great  va¬ 
riety  of  the  latest  Jokes  used  by  the  most 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  Is 
complete  without  this  wonderful  little  book 
No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK 
STUMP  SPEAKER.— Containing  a  varleo  as¬ 
sortment  of  stump  speeches.  Negro.  Dutch  and 
Irish.  Also  end  men’s  Joke*  Just  the  thin* 
for  home  amusement  and  amateur  thowa 
No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN. 
— Containing  the  grandes*  assortment  of  mac- 
leal  Illusions  ever  placed  before  the  publux 
Also  trick*  with  cards.  Incantation*  eto. 

No.  44.  HOW  TO  WRITE  IN  AX  41- 
Bl  M. — A  grand  collection  of  Album  Verse* 
suitable  for  any  time  and  occasion;  embrac¬ 
ing  Lines  of  Love,  Affection.  Sentiment  Hu¬ 
mor.  Respect,  and  Condolence;  also  Verses 
Suitable  for  Valentines  and  Wedding*. 

No.  43.  THE  BO\S  OF  NFfl  \ORK  MIN. 
STR  El.  GUIDE  AND  JOKE  BOOK  Berne- 
thing  new  and  very  Instructive.  Every  bey 
should  obtain  this  book,  as  It  contain#  ftx|) 
Instructions  for  organising  an  amateur  n> le¬ 
st  re  1  troup* 

or  S  for  26  ct*.  In  money  or  poetage  stamp*  by 

*  168  Weit  23d  St.,  New  York. 


